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ADVERTISEMENT. 


* 
1 


Tas Tragedy was my firſt attempt in the 
Drama, and was. written above fifty years ago 
About that time, I met with a volume of letters, 
call'd Philander to Silvia, wrote by Mrs. Manley, 
on the remarkable ſubject of the unhappy fate of 
Lord Grey, who married the eldeſt daughter of 
Earl Berkley, and fell paſſionately in love with the 
youngeſt, and ſhe with him which ſoon became 
ſo notorious as to end in a trial at the Old Bailey, 
and is printed among the ſtate trials of thoſe times. 
Thoſe letters were written with ſo much ſpirit and 
paſſion, as to ſeduce me to attempt forming a plan 
for a Tragedy, on that ſubjet—but as the Silvia, 
there drawn, appeared to court her ruin by ſo 
violent, and ſo unguarded a paſſion, I had judg- 
ment enough, even then, to think ſhe could by 
no means be a fit ſubject for the ſtage—I, therefore, 
only took the hint of her unhappy ſituation for 
my Altamira, and was obliged to a ſimilar ſtory 

a2 1n 


__ 


( iv ) 


in the Hiſtory of Italy, between the ducal * 
of Milan and Bologna. . 


When I was introduced to the acquaintance of 
Mr. Booth, in the year 1728, juſt after his il 
health confin'd him from the ſtage, I ſhewed him 

a copy of this Tragedy, and he was ſo much 
pleaſed with the love ſcenes, that he wrote 2 
letter to Aaron Hill, Eſq. with whom he then 
. correſponded, to look over my manuſcript, and 
correct it for the ſtage—Mr. Hill, whoſe avowed 
friendſhip for me, wanted no advocate for my 
ſefvice, immediately complied with Mr. Booth's 
requeſt'; but as that gentleman unfortunately mil 
tobk the chief grievance in my plan, viz. The 
unhappy ſituation of the ſiſters, he rather aggrs 
vated the objection, inſtead of removing it; 
and the only good alteration he made, was in the 


character of the intended huſband for Altamira, N 
which I had drawn a worthy young nobleman, by th 
introducing the vain, ſingular character of Gon/alve, 10 
which is indeed a fine contraſt to Bellario. Soon Kr 
after it was ordered, by the managers, into re- WWiſd 


hearſal, but after two or three rchearſals a con- 
ſpiracy broke out, and almoſt all the company af 
any canſequence deſerted (none being then in a. 


ticles) and went off directly to the French Thea 
1 


& #1 


in the Hay-market, which was privately prepared, 
where they remained the beſt part of that winter, 
ill Mr. Fleetwood purchaſed the whole patent, 
which brought them all back to their old ſtation. 


Thus the unhappy Altamira was laid on the 
ſhelf, till the ſummer 1766, when I had the 
honour to be invited by a noble Lord, of the firſt 
diſtinction, to his country ſeat—during the happy 
month of my reſidence there, I had leiſure to reviſe, 
and write a fair copy of this Tragedy—to pre- 
ſent his Lordſhip with every act as I finiſh'd it, 
and had the pleaſure of exciting his curioſity to 
read the laſt act with impatience, which did not 
fall to obtain his warmeſt approbation : But, 
perhaps, his Lordſhip's politeneſs, and partiality 
to me, diſarmed him as a critic, and induced him 
to offer me his patronage, by introducing it to 
Mr. Garrick, though I informed his Lordſhip of 
the objections that manager had long ſince made 
o the fable—but there I entered my caveat, well 
knowing if a manager of a Theatre has not 
abilities to be a judge of Dramatic Writings, he 
s totally unfit for that office; and if he has, no 
intereſt ſhould prevail on him to ſuffer any piece 
o appear before the Public, againſt his judg- 


ment, 


I can 


( i ) 
Ten ſafely affirm more than 500 perſons h 
read this Tragedy, in the compaſs of fifty 2 
and though 490 favour'd it with their eo: ; 
yer the very few true judges, with my = 
—— * e Mr. Garrick, at the head of them, 
= 1 there is an unhappineſs in the faþ 
* t e not fail to give umbrage * 
— | era After this fair account, the 
has - now RY ſubmitted to 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


BELFO RT, General of the Duke of Bologna. 

EUGENIO, his Friend. 

BELLARIO, Son to BtnTivoctio, Duke of 
Bologna. 

GONSALVO, Heir to the Duke of Milan. 

BERNARDO, Captain of the Conn to 
BENTIvOGLIO, 


WOMEN. 


ALTAMIRA, 


LUCIDORA. 5 6 
Guards and Attendants. 


SCENE, The Houſe and Gardens of BzLeont, 
in Bologna. 


atls 


ALT AM IR A. 


WT II. 


Sc E NE, A Hall in BEeirorT's-How/e. 


BELTORT and BELLARIO, meeting. 


B&ELFORT. 


©OD-morrow, brave Bellario! what a night 
Was laſt? From what a depth of miſery, 
To what an height of tranſport haſt thou rais'd me! 
Thou, like a god, haſt form'd new paſſions in me, 
Given me my child from death! and on deſpair, 
Stampt, at a heat, the golden face of joy ! 


BELLARIO. 


To make you happy was to bleſs mankind 3 
The public felt your ſorrows.— 


BELFORT. 
| Altamira 
Has excellence, that clait'd uncommon love; 
Never did that majeſtic foul of greatneſs, 
Which ſwell'd the e of immortal Rome, 


dor. .. C . Inſpire | 


But every fruitleſs plea perſwaſion form'd, 


Some pitying angel whiſper'd to my mind, 


That greatneſs cannot charm, like home: felt joy: 
In her firſt infancy, when ſke but ſmil'd, 


13 ALTAMIR A. 


Inſpire a nobler boſom !---what prudent caution, 
To give report full credit, that ſhe died 

In paſſing Po's rude torrent? Roman Virgins, 
And Roman Wives, have fallen by their own hands, 
To ſave a huſband's or a lover's life 
My Altamira found it nobler far, 
To live a willing ſufferer, than die 
To ſhun the lot her brighter virtue choſe. 


BeLLAR1O, 
Wow'd you had ſeen with what feluctant ſweetnet 
The modeſt trembler ſeem'd to mourn her ſafety, 
When her recover'd ſpirits rais'd her eyes 
To look at her deliverer! In vain 
I tried a thouſand arts to tempt her back ; 


Were ſhowers againſt wind ! *rill happily 


Remembrance of the woes her father felt, 

From her imagin'd death---This, when ſhe hear, 

The raging torrent guſhing from her eyes, 

Bore reſolution down! Take me, ſhe cried, 

Unworthy murdreſs of ſo lov'd a father 

Reſtore me to his bleſſing, ill deſerv'd, 

And ſave me from abhorrerice of myſelf. 
BELFORT, 


Oh! ſhe was given me to convince ambition, 


The 
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The childiſh innocence has reach'd my ſoul 
And when the prattling muſic tun'd her tongue, 
Believe me, my Bellario, all the fifes, 
Flutes; trumpets, and inſpiring ſounds of war, 
Touch'd not with livelier tranſport. 

BELLAR10, 

Yet, my Lord, 

This angel-charmer, aweful as ſhe ſhines, 
Inſpir'd no reverence in the proud Gonſalvo; 
Nor taught his vanity, how much above 
The haughty hopes of an aſpiring captive, 
Her innate worth has plac'd her. 

BELFORT, 

| Speak that plainly —— 

What want of reverence ſhew'd he? : 


BELLAR10. 
Why he dar'd, 
Even in my camp, to tell her, that he lov'd her. 
| BeLrokT, 
Loy'd Altamira! no, it was her ſiſter: 
Did he not ſeize the Duke, by baſe ſurprize, 
And, unproclaim*d, commence revengeful war, 
And all, becauſe your father's fix'd reſolve 
Robb'd him of Lucidora ! 
BELLAR1O, 
He did he did 
And, by my ſoul, ſuch contradiction reigns 
ln his malignant breaſt, that, tho? tis true, | 
C 2 That 
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That Altamira's worth might fire the world, 

I think, he feigns his paſſion, but in view 

To be reveng'd on me! The vanquiſh'd envier, 
Wov'd tempt her to forget Bellario ſav'd her! 


BrryorT. 
Ha !---have a care young man! forget Bellariz! 
Remember Lucidora 
BELLAR10. 


What have I ſaid 

That cou'd deſerve to call that ſudden cloud 

VU pon the brow of Belfort? 
| * BELFORT. 
| No more---be warn'd' 

Guard your light heart from wiſhes, frail and fatal: 

I can look thro' you, and diſtinguifn paſſions; 
| Your anger grows from jealouſy. Remember 

Your heart, and hand, are Lucidora's claim: 

Bring not diſhonour on your line's reſtorer; 

Scorn to wiſh baſcly.—-Altamira, ſafe 

In her own virtue, cannot doubt Bellario's; 
But I, who know you amorous and gay, 

Dread nature, againſt reaſon. 


BELLA#1O. 
Never, never 
Rather than wiſh a wrong to Altamira, 
Let ſhame, affliction, cowardice, and want, 
Purſue me to diſtruction; wring my heart 
With everlaſting pain, avenging heaven 
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If I not prize her peace, and Belfort's honour, 


Beyond all weak deſcription—— 


BELFORT. 
Tis enough. 
I fear'd not your intention; but in love 
The heart is a deceiver ; and, unguarded, 
Slides into guilt unpurpos'd! Generous minds 
Are ſafe, when not ſurpris'd; now have warn'd you, 
Suſpicion were a baſeneſs. 


Enter ALTAMIRA. 


ALTAMIRA. 
But that Bellario 


Has good excule to plead while here engag'd, 


(For who wou'd wiſh him happier than with you) 
brought him a reproach—My ſiſter wanders 
Neglected in the garden, where he promis'd 

To pleaſe her with the ſtory of his wars; 

She waits with all a lover's fond impatience.— 


BzLForT. 
Fie, fie, Bellario—let not me detain you — 
I know the woman's rule—he, they love moſt 
Is blameleſs—all the accuſation lies 
Againſt his bad companions, — 
(Exit Bellario. 
Altamira, 
How dear J hold you, is, I think, no ſecret, 
And yet not fully known—for till laſt night, 
C 3 I never 
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I never knew myſelf, to what exceſs ; 
Tiis in your power to giye me joy and ſorrow : 
Inform me — for your own heart diſdains 
| A thought that ſhuns diſcovery—what has paſs'd 
| *T wixt you and young Gonſalvo ? | 


| ALTAMIRA. 
When made a Captive, 
Tho' by his conqueror courted to be gay; 
Ar firſt, with ſullen air, and rough deporiment, 
He ſhun'd propos'd ſociety— till chang'd 
At once, and ſtarting into ſtrange delight, 
He tortur'd me with vows of new-born paſſion: 
To gain a heart like mine, he ſaid, wou'd recompence 
Loſt freedom, with an empire worth the world; 
The captive Duke might now return at pleaſure, 
The towns ſurpriz'd ſhou'd be reſtor'd—the war 
With all its waſte atton'd at my deciſion, 
And Milan's future. peace attend my will. 


BELFoORT. 
Seem'd this in earneſt ? or amuſing lightneſ 
The wanton courtſhip of a young man's gallantry? 
| ALTAMIRA, 
I want the ſkill to judge of what is truth, 
And what is art in man: but had J heard 
Thoſe words addreſs'd to any other maid, 
And ſeen th' impaſſion'd looks with which be 
ſpoke em, 
I ſhould have thought that love alone had mov d bin 
; | | BeuF0k7, 


— — — 


— , 
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BELTokr. 

Shou'd it be love---have you yet aſk'd your heart, 
What welcome it wou'd give him ? 

ALTAMIRAa, 
Never, Sir. 

His image, and my heart, hold no relation--- 
My eyes reject him. and my reaſon ſhuns him 
[ hate him -for he is your enemy 
And every quality that marks Gonſalvo, 
s odious to my nature---Raſh, revengeful, 
Fantaſtic, full of words- a ſelf-eſteemex--- 
Coarſe in his manners - blind to his own weakneſs, 
And every other's virtues- proud without merit 


BELFORT, 

Why, thou haſt drawn the picture of a Thing 
Form'd to undo thy ſex! the very foul 
Of modern faſhion---and a woman's wiſh 
Yer, wou'd I not, if this, in truth, were like him, 
For ten ſuch dukedoms, match thy worth ſo ill: 
fear thou wrong'ſt him—firſt impreſſions oft 
Deceive our judgement : Think what general good 
Bologna might receive from this alliance; 

That Altamira, who made wretchedneſs 
Her choice, and vanquiſh'd love, to fave the ſtate, 
Will never ſhun to ſacrifice her taſte, 
When that which pains herſelf, protects her country! 
ALTAMIRA, 
In every thing, devoted to your choice, 


{ have no will, but yours: yet when my father, 
C 4 In 
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In puniſhment of Altamira's crimes, 
Thinks fit to bid her live for that Gonſalvo, 
I hope, it will be no offence to die. 
BELFoRT. 
No more I wou'd not give thee pain—my hear; 
Wou'd ſhare too deeply with thee. 


Enter EUGENTIO. 


EvuGEnio, 


It pleaſes me to fee my friend in ſmiles. 
See, Altamira, what a change you make ? 
But I have ſerious news—a letter here 
Is brought me from my brother in the camp, 
That, by our Duke's command, Gonſalvo co:nes 
His own ambaſſador, that with Bellario, 
You, and Bernardo, who attend him hither, 
(Bernardo, whom I hate, who loves not Belfort) 
May treat on ſome new offers made the Duke, 
_ have obtain *> his favour. 


BELFORT. 
Said he when 

SGonſalvo wou'd arrive? 

| EvuGEn10. 

The meſſenger 
Who brought my letter, came among his guards, 
And he's already here. 
ALTAMIBA 
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ALTAMIRA. 
With your permiſſion, 
will inform Bellario and my ſiſter. 
BELFORT. 
No, Altamira, ſtay ; 
Shou'd there be found a reaſon for your abſence, 
You ſhall not want a ſignal. 


Enter GonsALvo and BERNARDo. 


BERNARDO, 
Illuſtrious Lord! 
Commiſſion'd by our ſovereign Bentivoglio, 
I guide the heir of Milan to your preſence ; 
Upon whoſe approbation of his offers, 
Depends our Duke's wiſn'd freedom, and the peace 
Of half fair Italy. 
BeLFORT. 
If on my will 
That great dependance lies, *tis fix'd already : 


| cou'd have wiſh'd, young prince, we might have met 


As we have met before, with no ſharp ſenſe 
Of wrongs, and outrage, to give memory pain : 
But if the will that caus'd thoſe crimes, is paſt, 
be their effects forgotten. 
Goms AL vo. 
I have forgot em. 

For fince I ſaw- my faults in thoſe bright eyes, 
n them uncommitted. You, my Lord, 
Are fam nd for valour, and for juſtice known, 


Judge 
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Judge you Gonſalvo's cauſe — You boaſt tyy 
daughters 

I had ſome right to think the youngeſt mine, 

But woman Ky a bleſſing hardly held 

Where not inclin'd to tarry—'Tis in vain 

To trace a line of long particulars 

Of what I ſuffer'd, how reveng'd my ſufferings! 

For Lucidora loſt—I offer thus: 

Your Duke now free, be Altamira mine; 


And Milan and Bologna, knit like us 
In the cloſe knot of love, unite for ever. 


Euckx Io, (a/ide to Altamira.) 


Conciſely ſtated—All the taſk is over; 
He has his own conſent, and yours he doubts not. 


ALTAMIRA, (aide to * ; 

May I begone, my Lord ? A 
EuckN IO. N 

Not 'till the ſignal. N 

BeLtrorT. 10 


Tou cannot, ſuddenly, receive fit anſwer 
To offers of this unexpected weight: 
In conſult with theſe Lords, and with Bellario, 
Due reverence ſhall be paid the Duke's command: 
Meantime, my daughter's voice yourſelf may alk; 
With whom a while we leave you. 
_ (Exeunt Belfort, Eugenio, and Bernard. 
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Gos AL vo. 


Then I am bleſt 
rvere fear beneath the fame of Altamira, 
To queſtion her concurrence---nay, no vaniry--- 
My faith is founded on a firmer claim 
Than my own merits.---You, as wile as lovely, 
Weighing yourſelf againſt Bologna's hopes, 
Will find your ſcale far lighter than Gonſalvo 
Is taught by love to think it---for were 1 
To judge the counterpoiſe, empires and glories, 
The peace of nations, and the wealth of worlds, 
Wov'd weigh like feathers againſt Altamira! 


ALTAMIRA. 


Unleſs Gonſalvo judg'd a woman lighter 
Than thoſe fine feathers he adorns his ſpeech with, 
How cou'd he dare commit this outrage on me ? 
Am I fo cheap a purchaſe, that no time, 
No form, no reverence ſhou'd be waſted on me 
Where have you learnt to treat for woman's hearts 
As rudely as for ranſom ?—She whoſe ſenſe 
Wants delicacy to diſcern that tenderneſs 
Which well becomes true lovers, well deſerves 
The rudeneſs ſhe invites to ſcorn her beauty. 


GonSALVO. 


know not what a man of woman's making 
May feel—but nature mix'd no fear with love— 
This reverence—this reſpect— this tenderneſs— 
Have 


— —— ——— — —e— 


| 4 orbid, that every man his wife hates heartily, 
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Have all the ſelf ſame meaning with Gonſalvo: 
My wiſhes are more warm, and thence leſs wordy; 
We ſoldiers when we love, ſpeak out- we love 
Nor whine your amorous ditties—Curſe cn 
the fools, 
Who firſt penn'd ſoft romances ! Natural paſſion, 
Till thoſe ſick fancies had deprav'd your taſte, 
Found paſſage to your heart but ſince wild dreams 
Of weeping madrigals, and dying damons, 
Miſguided expettation—manly truth 
Is conſtru'd as contempt z and none but he 
Who impudently ſwears you are all goddeſſes, 
Shall find you to be women—turn not away 
May victory ever fly me as of late, 
And make a love- ſick ſigher of Gonſalvo, 
If he not doats upon your charms, as fondly— 
As ſincere, as if his thoughts were dreſs'd 
In pleaſing, but unmanly eloquence 
ALTAMIRA, 
Hear me, Gonſal vo 
Will it become the wiſdom you wou'd boaſt, 
To chuſe a wife, whoſe moſt diſtinguiſh'd quality 
Muſt be averſion to the man who weds her:? 
 GonsaLvo. 
Umph !----wiſdom | yes----why not become m 


wiſdom ? 
Tis prudent to be faſhionable ! Good heaven 


Shou 


A'LTAMIRA 29 


chou'd be thought ſilly for it! I have courage — 
Call it my vanity— ſpite of chis warning, 1 
To venture on the trial.— When you find 
With what a warmth I prove the Io. 1 ſpeak not, 
Your gratitude will make up my detects, 

And I ſhall learn to pleaſe you. 


- ALTAMIRA, 
Now by my hopes, 
Were death, or ſuch a lover as Gonſalvo, 
Decreed to be my choice, thus wou'd T turn 
Abhorent, from the hatefulneſs of life, 
And chuſe the milder horror. | 


GoNnSALVO. 


Death and 
Are rivals of moſt unconcurring talents— 
He, cold and comfortleſs—1 warm and raptur'd 
He, making no diſtinction *#wixt plain woman 
And lovely Altamira! I, adoring 
The ſprightly contradiction of your nature, 
And doting on the ſcorn that wou'd provoke me 
Let me be doom'd to die like a fick ſinner, 
If I not prize you doubly, for the pains 
| find you are to coſt me - your kind miſtreſs 
That takes no ſtate upon her, but ſpeaks faintly 
And ſoftly, fears you flatter her, palls paſſion, 
As who ſhould fay, I know myſelf too well 
To put you to the pain of "ug purſuing . 


ArrAunK. 


5% AI. T AM IRA 
ALTAMIRA. | 
Fortune, at laſt, proves kind—Bernardo come 
And I will ſnatch with] Joy the happy moment, 
( Exit. 


Enter BERNARD O. 
BERN ARDO. 


What, are your ſtars unkind ? can gay Gonſalyo 
Plead his own cauſe in vain ; that Altamira 


Untimely left you? 
GonsaLvo. 
She's my own ſecurely; 


Her will and mine were fitted ſo my nature, 
That we ſeem'd match'd already. 


 BerNnaARDO. 
I am ſorry for it; 
GonsALvo. 
That was not ſaid too civilly. 
BERNARDO. 
| Love, my Lord, 
Shou'd learn to fall behind, where Glory moves 


I have been ſounding my aſſociates, 
And find them rightly biaſs'd---Can Gonſalvo 


Repay with gratitude a foe's good council, 
Or keep his ſecret faithfully ? 


GONSALVO, 


ALT A'MIRA 3 
GoNLALVO. 


Thou ſpeak'ſt 
Like ſome raw ndvice—orie ho treads barefooted, 
The paths of policy, and at each ſtep 


Starts, leaſt the thorns ſhou'd pierce him. Hadſt 
thou known 


Gonſalvo rightly--- Thou hadft ſpar'd all preface, 
Nor ſaid this grace to miſchief, 


BERN AR DO. 
Anon, in private, 


Expect to hear what well deſerves attention: 


Mean while be pleas d to meet the Lords this way, 
Who ſeem advancing towards us. 


Gons AlL v 0. 


Love ! forgive me, 
If, with thy ſofter claims, Gonſalvo dares 
Mix, and aſſociate theſe prophaner cares; 
Perpetual tenderneſs might fancy tire, 
Dull the gay god, and all unwing deſire ; 
But buſier intervals revive delight, 
Bend his bow ſtrong, and point his arrows right. 


 (Exeunt, | 


End of the SEO AcT. 
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A C T. II. 


8 C E N E, The Garden. 
BELLARIO and ALTAMIRA, meeting. 
AtTakiIRa, 


Aron E, my Lord ? T left my ſiſter here, 
And come to tell you news. 
BELLAKIO, 
6 I've heard it all. 
They, but this moment left me to my thoughts; 
My mind was ſtrangely ſhaken, and requir'd 


| The aid of penſive ſolitude. | ſ 
ALTAMIRA, 

| 1 prefs Tt 

| Unwarily on your retirement——(going) So 

| BELLAR10. Te 

| No, Altamira, your preſence ever Lal 

8 Gave delight to your Bellario's heart; 

Your i image makes up all that's pleaſing there. 
ALTAMIRA 3 


k 


ALTAM IR A. 


10 - T I. 


SCENE I. 4 Garden. 


BELFORT, alone. 


BELTrORr. 


Tar ſpring teturns, and nature ſmiles around me 
The feather'd choir revive the lonely groves |! 

Soft dews awake the vegetable world | 

Yet winter, ſeen abroad no more, reigns here, 

Cold at my heart, in all the ice of ſorrow : 

Oh, Altamira! daughter of my foul ! 

Thou ſweet reſemblance of thy mother's virtues ! 
hou; in whom perfect beauty was the leaſt, 

In a long liſt of wonders ! why, Oh why 

Have I for ever loſt thee ? 

Vor. II. B Emer 


lin A 


Enter EUGENIO. 


Eugenio comes 2 
Alas! I had forgot my friend's appointment 
The ſliding hours come on, like death, unmark'g, 
And tread upon the heel of expectation. 
—©OQ, ever welcome, thou ſincereſt friend! 
Thou honeſt, happy man, and yet---a great one! 
Evcexnio. 
Bologna's walls, feen hence, my Lord, too nigh, 
Forbid my cares to ſleep :---yet ſhaded thus, 
In your cool groves, I hop'd a ſhort retreat; 
Bur Belfort ſighs, and all are mourners here! 
When will your mighty heart reſume its ſtrength, 
And beat once more for glory ? yet how long 
Shall ſad Bologna pine? while thus, unſeen, 
In woods and groves, her brave preſerver breathes 
Unactive wiſhes, and is deaf to fame! 
BeLFORT, 
Periſk the love of fame !—'tis love of vanity. 
Evctnio. 

But, my good Lord, this unexpected change 
Alarms the world ! All honeſt men repine, 
To ſee the noble Belfort thus forſake 
A court of his creating 
Shall he lie loſt in ſolitude and eaſe, 
While our good Duke, by treachery ſurpriz'd, 
Is haughty Milan's captive, hopeleſs held, 

And war, in bloody ſtrides, ſtalks ofer his country! 
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BELFORT. 
Eugenio, thou miſtak'ſt me---I have try'd 
The toy, call'd Greatneſs---yes, with ſhame I own it— 
Have graſp'd the burſting bubble !---What has it 
gain'd me ? 
Talk not of what I was---what am I now? | 
Where are the fruits of praiſe ?---my private woe, 
Feels not my public glory: I had a wife, 
In whom the noble, and the tender ſtrove, 
Which beſt cou'd brighten excellence I lov'd her 
With an unwearied growth of faithful paſſion, 
Till my glad heart was fill'd to a degree, 
That left even heaven unwiſh'd for---therefore 
heaven | 
Untimely took her from me- - unpreparꝰd 
| loſt her, and in life's full bloom ſhe died ! 
Is this a world to be ambitious in ? 
Hold we ſuch ſolid bleſſings by a tenure, 
Thus poorly frail. and ſhall we toil for ſhadows ? 
Dying, the left two daughters---one of whom, 
My Altamira! in her mother's abſence, 
Sem'd ſtill her mother !---as departed ſunſhine, 
Gleam'd back from the pale moon, lends form 
to midnight, 
Which elſe were utter darkneſs. 
| Euctnio. 


Touch no more 
That ſadly- ſounding ſtring - tho Altamira 
Uniimely died, your Lucidora lives; 

B 2 Lives 
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Lives heireſs to Bologna's dukedom ! wife 
To brave Bellario! whom already fame 


Reports a conqueror in that army's front, 
Which led by him, ſcarce feels the want of Belfort. 


BELFORT. 


There ſtarts another ſorrow---who but I, 
Wretch that I am! gave this curit war a cauſe! 
Had not my Lucidora heen refus'd 
To that fierce heir of Milan, proud Gonſalvo, 
Still had Bologna felt the joys of peace; 

Still at her head, beheld the impriſon'd Duke, 
Nor bled for wretched Belfort. 


Evcrnio. 


Who but the Duke 
Enforc'd that choice ? who join'd Bellario's hand 
With happy Lucidora's ?---When *rwas known 
That Milan's heir addreſs'd her, our Duke then 
Fear'd, leſt the hatred of that hoſtile houſe, 
Might taint, fo join'd, the loyalty of Belfort. 


BELTrORT. 


Away, he cou'd not ſtoop to ſuch a fear, 
Nor wrong his ſoldier's honeſty. 


| EvGEnio, 


Yes, Belfort, 


I can diſperſe your doubts, by proof, too ſtrong 
To be diſputed. 


BELFORT, 
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BzLFORT. 
Proof ! 
EvuGEni1o. 
Full proof, 
BELFORT. | 7 
That's ſtrange ! 
Eucrnio. 


But that Gonſalvo's diſappointment form'd 

A warmer motive, than deſire to grace 

The houſe of Belfort, why was Lucidora, 

Your youngeſt daughter choſen ? Altamira, 

Firſt born, and fam'd for charms, had forc'd 
diſtinction, 

Nor been by chance neglected: know yet more 

Bellario lov'd her, and was lov'd again, 

With youth's excels of paſſion - twas your abſence, 

Buſied in war, kept this a fecret from you. 


BELFORT., 
How came Eugenio truſted with this ſecret? 


EvuGEeNnio, 


Our good Duke, | 
(When late by Milan's paſs I gain'd admiſſion) 
Unveil'd this myſtery to me---adding further, 
That obſtinately fix d, Bellario ſwore, 
He never wou'd conſent to be another's, - 
Since all his honeſt heart was Altamira's. 
By this repeated diſobedience urg'd, 
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His ſov'reign father reſolutely ſwore 
To diſinherit &'en belov'd Bellario, 
Unleſs to ſave the ſtate from threaten'd danger, 


He croſs'd Gonſalyo's choice in Lucidora | 
BELFORT. 
'T was cruel, and *twas fatal. 


EvuGEN10. 
N o---blind Belfort--- 


Had Altamira liv'd, whoſe death you mourn, 


Think what a fate had then involv'd Bologna! 


An heirleſs ſtate ! your own great work unravelld, 
And all thoſe honours that adorn your blood, 
Loft, and o erwhelm'd, in brave Bellario's ruin 


BRLrokr. 
May 1 be wretched as that fate had made me, 


But this new light, in which thou ſet'ſt to view 
My Altamira's death, theds comfort on me, 


Which nature, faith, and counſel fail'd to give. 


EucENIO. 

Greatly inſpir'd, and conſcious what became 
The blood of ancient Romans, Altamira, 
Nobly devoted to the public peace, 

For no known purpoſe, took that fatal journey, 
In which ſhe periſn'd. -O, for ever curs'd 

Be Po's impetuous flood !--- Yet cer ſhe parted 
She left a letter for Bellario's hand, 

Who to the Duke diſclos'd it I go {ſaid ſhe) 
* Shut from the world, to paſs my future days 


* In ſighs and tears within a ſacred cell, 
1 « To 
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« To depricate your woes, and fave my country: 

« There will I offer up unceaſing prayers, 

« That heav'n may double on BeHario's head, 

« The bleſſings I foregoe to make him happy.” 

his tis the Duke's command, you now 
ſhou'd know, 

That, fince the death you mourn, was thus decreed, 

For kind and gracious ends, to heaven's high will 

You may ſubmit your own, and ftill be Belfort. 


BELFORT., 
And did ſhe for ſuch generous purpoſe, 
meditate 
Her everlaſting abſence ? Did ſhe for this 
Forſake the world in the full pride of beauty? 
Reſign her love, her peace, and her ambition, 
And die, to ſerve her country and her lover? 


EuGEn10, 
Twas all as I have told you. 
B£irort. 
Poor Altamira 
Evcen1o. 
Say, brave and godlike. 
BELroRT. 
Meant you this tale for comfort ? 
Oh! where was then the power that wakes to guard 
The generous and the lovely ? was it juſt, 
B 4 That 
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That virtue, thus adorably ſublime | 
Virtue! that might have liv'd to light the world! 
Shou d periſh thus ? 
Euckxio. 

My Lord, my Lord, 
Enough has nature triumph'd over glory 
Enough has been to grief enough to love 
Indulg d; — tis time the father ſhou'd give way, 
And leave the man aſſerted. | 


Enter LucipoRA, with a letter. 


LuciDoRa. 


Now, my lov'd father, 


If &er your Lucidora's happineſs 
Can give ſuſpenſion to your rigid forrow— 
Now, now vouchſafe a joy | when gracious heav'n 


Brings back Bellario conqueror ! 


| BeLrorT. 
Is that letter 


A voucher of your tranſport ?_ 
| LvciborA. 


Tis my Bellario's ! 
TRY his own hand aſſert the glorious triumph 


BzLFoRT. 
Read it, Eugenio, 


Eu 
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' Evcen1o. [reads.] 


T hope this letter will not reach you ſooner 
than he who ſends it, for having in my way, 
received the Duke's wiſ d bleſſing, and agreed on 
meaſures for his freedom, in exchange againſt 
Gonſalvo, whom 1 had the good fortune to take 
priſoner, and have left in treaty for that purpoſe : 
1 am haſtening to acquaint my Lucidora and her 
father, what further undeſerved ſucceſs, it bas 
pleaſed heaven to give the arms of their 


BRELLARIO. 


Modeſt and great | 
Thus Belfort conquer'd---and thus us'd to ſpeak 
Of his own conquelt. 


Lvcipora. 
See, my Lord Eugenio, 
If all this happy flow of fortune's favour 


Can force one ſingle ſmile, to break thoſe clouds 
Of everlaſting woe, which hide my father, 


BeLFoRT. 
Had Altamira liv'd to take her ſhare, . 
This had been perfect joy---nay, weep not child--- 
Tho' nature bids me feel thy ſiſter's loſs, 
| thankfully confeſs thou ſtill art mine. 


LucinorA- 
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LucipokA. 

Do not I feel, like you, my ſiſter's loſs? 
Oh, ſhe was all that beauty could adorn ! 
Unbounded virtue crown, and ſweetnels cham 

with ! * 
Yet, from the dead, whence none return to cheer 
The fruitleſs õourner! tis in vain to call her: 
Let her not be forgotten. yet remember'd 
With humble refignation--:My Bellario, 
Bologna's princely heir ! is Belfort's fon! 
To mitigate the loſs of this lov'd daughter 


Euckxio. 
Hark !. by that ſound, like horſes haſty feet, 
Perhaps he's come already, 
Lucipora. 
*'Tis he !—'tis my Bellario 
[ Exit baſih. 
EvuGEen10. 


Part of my purpoſe, this young hero's fortune 
Has render'd needleſs. Bentivoglio's fear 
Of Milan's growing greatneſs, made war doubtful 
In any hand but your's :---BeNario's conduct 
Having diſpel'd that dread, 1 ſhall hereafter, 
Leſs warmly preſs you to forſake the ſhade 
Your ſorrow loves to ſigh in. 


BELFORT. 
I knew the youth— | 
With long and frequent note have ſearch'd h 


ſoul 
þ Hae 
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Have founded all his virtues—all his weakneſs— 
And found him form'd for gloty! Elſe, my friend, 
Believe not that my woes had been indulg'd 

jn an untimely ſadneſs—To myſelf, 

Tho! loſt and careleſs—did the public ſafety 

Call for my ſword, no private will were left me; 

A good man's griefs and joys are all his country's ! 


Enter BELLARI 0. 


BELLARIOs 


Bleſs'd be the hand of heav'n, my honour'd 
Lord, 
That I bring victory to cheer theſe ſhades, 
Made mournful by your ſorrows ! 


_ Berrorrt. (embracing him.) 
Welcome, brave youth 
Be this bright dawn of your illuſtrious greatneſs 
Prophetic of the future 
| Euckxio. 
May Bologna, 
Long ages hence, when moſt ſne means to praiſe, 
And blefs her happieſt rulers, ſay, their lives 
Were laſting, and were glorious, like Bellario's ! 
BrTLA 10. 
Thanks, my govd Lord Eugenio !—Praiſe, 
when given | 
Dy the praife-worthy, carries weight that juſtifies 
The pteafure it brings with it, — 
It 
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It has pleas d fortune, that proud Milan's arms, 

Too weak for her preſumpi ion, fail'd her hopes; 

Bologna's better cauſe, ſupported bravely, 

By ſoldiers, whom you taught te die or conquer, 
(to Belfart,) 

In one bleſs d day ſecur'd their country's trecdow, 

And gave this war an end.—Gonſalvo taken, 

Already offers the good Duke's releaſe, 

In ranſom for his liberty; with terms 

Of due and wiſh'd attonement, for the wrongs 

His rage has done Bologna. 

"  _- BerLForr, . 

Scarce has your modeſty allow'd your tongue 
To claim your victory report came faſter, 
And ſaid all this before but we muſt hear 
Fuller deſcription of Bellario's conduct, 

Which reach'd theſe early wonders. 
| BELLARIO. 
| Fortune ſmil'd, 

And, as I've told you, Milan loſt the day. 
There follow'd ſomething, which, indeed, deſerves 
To be more largely dwelt on,—ln their flight, 
The ſcatter'd ſquadrons reach'd Cremona's 

walls: | 
The gates were ſhut againſt us; but at midnight, 
By ſtorm we enter'd.---I bluſh to own the licence, 
With which my ſoldiers, favour'd by the darkneh, 
Diſgrac'd their fame for diſcipline. Day broke, 


And as I trod the ſtreets that ſtream'd with blood, 
To 
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To gather the looſe plunderers into order, 
A flaming convent ſhock'd my pitying eye! 
One frighted virgin, ruſhing from the fire, 
Shrieking and ſtruggling from a ſoldier's graſp, 
Flew to my knees for ſuccour----Perhaps 'twill 
move you 
To hear that ſhe was preſent, and beheld 
The fare of Altamira | 
| BELForT. 
Of Altamira 
Oh, bring me to her. bleſſings on the chance 
If ſhe was touch'd for Altamira's death, 
I will ſo tenderly reward her for it, 
The ſhe ſhall bleſs captivity 


| BELLARIO. 


Her charms might claim a nobler fortune. 
ä [Exit. 
EvuGEN10. 


Now will his grief, that ſlept in ſenſe of . 
Wake with redoubled force, and bear down all. 


Enter Al TA MIRA, in a veil, led in between 
BELLAR10 and LUcI DORA. 


BELLARIO. 


Receive, illuſtrious Belfort, in this maid, 
Stranger, and unexpected, tho ſhe comes, 
The faireſt fruits of my firſt victory, 


Lu1cDoORA, 


— -—— + —— — _ 


Not all their deaths had merited this grief, 
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Lucinora. 
Prepare to hear her ſpeak of wond'rous things! 
Things that will touch you nearly! 
BELFoRT. 


| Be it ſo· 
Speak but of Altamira, tho' thou tell'ſt 
The tragedy of death her name ſhall charm, 
And I will liſten on, till lite has left me. 


ALTAMIRA. 
O, had a thouſand Altamira's died, 


From ſuch a father as the godlike Belfort 
BELFORT. (aſtoniſhed) 
Hark! ye ſweet ſaints of heav*n! what am 1? 
where ? | 

Bellario! Lucidora! Oh! Eugenio! 

O ſay, my friends ! what heav'nly ſounds are theſe? 

Speak, ſpeak again, thou more than mortal charmer 

Again that angel voice! nor break my heart 

With hopes, and fears, and joys, too ſtrong for 


; nature | | 0 2 
ALTAMIRA. 
| (throwing off her veil, aud kneeling.) 
All undeſerying, at your feet, behold 


A daughter bluſhing to be mourn'd thus tender!) 
Yet plant affliction in a father's heart. 


. 


Brlroar. 
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BxTLrORr. 


Tis ſhe ! by every angel ſhe reſembles, 
'Tis Altamira's felf ! O, my loſt child 


Evcen1o. 


How has kind heav'n deceiv d a good man's 
ſorrow | 
And, by affliction, bleſs'd him! 


BELLAR10, 


In this, my ſword 
Muſt own the ſmile of fortune; ſuch a gift 
To bring to Belfort, over pays a war. 


Lucrbox A. 
Tis my 1 fate to bleſs mankind! 


BELFORT, 


To bleſs indeed ! The great diſcovery 
Of unknown land, where the keen plough turns up 
Rich ore in every furrow, is to this 
A poor ſucceſs I Merciſul heaven! 
How have I merited to be thus bleſs'd ! 
O, my Bellario ! my Eugenio! all! 
Behold me, but with pity—nor deſpiſe 
An old man's weakneſs ; I ſhall now no more 
Lie loſt in miſery---my Altamira 
Return'd from death, makes life delightful to me! 
Let us indulge in tranſport! Enter with me, 
This once moxe happy manſion! Altamira 


Shall 
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Shall charm you with a thouſand wond'rous ſtories, 
How ſhe was loſt----how found----where this long 
darkneſs 
Has hid her from my ſight come, liſten to be- 
And ſhe ſhall teach you never to deſpair, 
Since virtue, weak as mine, deſerves heav'n's care! 


2 


End of the Fixsr Act. 
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ALTAMIRA, 


You know I muſt no longer hear you ſpeak 
On this too tender theme. The time has been, 
When 'twas no crime to liſten to your love; 
But, now, *tis paſt and you have pledg'd your 
honour, | 
No more to wound me with your plaintive paſſion. 


 BELLARI10. 


| cou'd myſelf have waſted life in ſilence, 
Had Altamira not been doom'd to hear 
Another's happier paſſion — What is Gonſalvo, 
That all muſt aid his hopes? can Gonſalvo 
Watch your young ſmiles, live for your commands, 
And die for your compaſſion ?---- With that pure fire, 
Which my corrected heart was taught to know 
From your exalted goodneſs! What can he more 
Than his leſs happy conqueror ? That Belfort, 
The enlightener of my mind ! my virtue's founder 
My glory's fountain ! and my charmer's father ! 
Shou'd give him licence to be bleſs'd divinely, 
While I am doom'd to everlaſting woe 


ALTAMIRA. 


It grieves me, that the weakneſs of my heart, 
Forbids me to reproach you :----why have you 
wrong'd me? 
| hop'd I had been leſs a ftranger to you: 
| ſhould have been Bellario's—but Bellario 
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Had then himſelf been loſt, and my lov'd country 


\ I muſt be juſt to Lucidora's worth 
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In tears beheld me happy! Let the woes, 

The willing woes, I ſuffer'd to prevent it, 
Atone refuſal of the light Gonſalvo! 

Refuſal of a choice unworthy virtue : 

Thoꝰ the due ſcorn with which I treat his hopes 
Shou'd croſs Bologna's peace—Bellario's ſword 
Forbids his country's fears—and this new ſacrifice, 
Thank heaven, is needleſs to me 


BBLLARI0O. | 

And will you not, 
Will you not liften to the ſounds of greatneſs? 
Will you not then be Milan's honour'd heirs ? 
Oh! bleſſings on your pity ! for your love 
You will not let me call it : from what a height 
Of happineſs I fell ! and what a ſtrength 
Of ſeeming certainties conſpire to curſe me 
Cov'd I have known my Altamira liv'd, 
What threaten'd danger—or what power on earthy 
Cou'd foree me to betray my doting heart, 
And madly, vainly, ſwear to be anothers ! 
—And yet---amidft this agony of paffion—— 


She is—and ſhe deferves to be - your ſiſter ! 

An angel ſent from heav'n to ſound her excellence, 
Cou'd ſay no more to praiſe her | Had you not bt 
'She had been lovelieſt and my heart had ſwelld 
With ſenſe of every charm !---pardon me, heaven 


That *tis not in my power to make my love, 
” As 
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As grateful as my juſtice—Were I my own, 
| muſt—I ſhould be hkr's—bur as I am, 
can be wretched for her—not bleſs'd with hex. 


ALTAMIRA, 


See; now, Bellario—my prophetic fears, 
Too ſadly verified—Why did you force 
My boding heart to quit that dream of death 
In which deſpair lay flumbring ? Why diſtract me 
With that ſad picture of my father's grief ? 
Far happier had you been, to have clos'd your breaſt 
Againſt all memory, that there liv'd a wretch, 
80 loſt as Altamira! You had been bleſs· d 
And J, tho' left to weep away my life, 
Cou'd but have been a little more unhappy; 
Never to ſee you more, had been but ſnunning 
To ſee you thus afflicted. 

PR BELLAR1O. 

Had this been common wretchedneſs 
cou d have borne it better !—Other's pains 
Hope mitigation, and in time have eaſe: 
Mine, like the ſhirt of Hercules, cling cloſer, 
Domeſtic and incurable Tou! only you, 
Inflexible in willing woe, might fave me 
Yes, you might ſoften this miſtaken rigour, 
This cold ſeverity of ſtubborn virtue 
—Youfrown—and Tlook downon my own baſencſs— 
What have I ſaid ? what have I wifh'd? O ſhun mg | 
1 ſhall forget my vow !---1 cannot bear it 
The glowing torment is too ſtrong for nature 
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And I ſhall gaze upon thy charms ſo long, 
Till I ſhall hate thy virtues ! 

ALTAMIRA. 

From this moment 

Be it our fix'd reſolve to meet no more: 
The innocence of angels was deceiv'd 
When they defied temptation---never more 
By all my hopes of everlaſting peace, 

In a leſs wretched world, will 1 
| BELLAR10, 
Hold——hold-— 

E'er you go on to ſweat that dreadful oath, 

Which, tho” it wounds beyond a thouſand deaths, 

I muſt approve, unwillingly---grant one exception= 

One mournful bleſling---Oh Altamira 

Th approaching conference this iniportant night, 

Determines both our fates! When that is ended, 

Give me one private, ſolemn, parting hour, 

To hear the joint reſult of our debate 

On Milan's hated offers !---Fear me not—— 

Your virtues are triumphant! My corrected 

Heart adores your power !---You muſt indulge 

A laſt dear ſigh, at this ſad ſacrifice 

Of hope, and joy, and love, and peace, to honour! 
ALTAMIRA. 

Oh do not wrong my honeſt, artleſs truth— 
„For my affections are as bright, as pure, 
As thoſe chaſte flames that burn before the ſhrine 
Of great Diana 


BELLARIO, 
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BELLAR1O, 
Hear my vow, chaſte goddeſs ! 
We are thy votaries now 
ALTAMIRA. 
Then ' tis granted; but that laſt ſad parting over— 
$ bleſs, or curſe me heaven] We never more 
Will meet, unjoin'd with mix'd ſociety, 
Or meeting thus by chance, will fly each other, 

(Exit. 

BELLAR10. | 
Oh, guardian virtue! what a ſovereign ſafety 
Thou ſhed'ſt upon the ſoul ! . Deſire itſelf, 
Tho? murder*d by thee, yer adores thy cruelty ; 
When I look up to Altamira's greatneſs, 
My diſtance ſhames my nature !----yet when ſhe” $ 
preſent, 
Her beauty charms me to ſuch ſweet exceſs, 
That my blood rages with reſiſtleſs love 
That tempeſt in the ſoul, that raiſes up 
The billows of deſtructive paſſions, 
To ſhipwreck reaſon ! 


Enter GOoNSALvo and BERN AR DO. | 


GonsaLvo, 
What !---ſad, Bellario ? 
The conqueror ſighing and the vanquiſh'd gay, 
Puts a faint gloſs upon the robe of victory: 
Thus *tis when young men are too early wiſe, 
Beyond their age's warrant, 
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BELLAR10. 


If *tis your wiſh 
To be thought kind, you will be brief, and give me 
Your pleaſure without circumſtance—— 


F GoxsALvo. 
Ay—let it gaul you | 
I ſhall take leave to rail againſt the conduct 
I wanted ſkill to equal Twere tao civil 
To like the way that mires us but no matter, 
Another day I may grow wiſe myſelf, 
Then you ſhall take revenge, and praiſe Gonſalyo 
Till he grows tired to hear you. 2 
BELL Auw. 
| It was ſo lately 
I left Gonſalvo, treating with my father, 
That 1 confeſs, to fee him here ſo oon, 
Was ſtrange, and unexpected. 
Goxs Al vo. 
Love ! powerful love, 
Removes all difficulties ! wou'd you give 
A treaty wings · add Altamira to it 1. 
And it ſhall fly with as ſecure a ſpeed 
As thoſe light rogues, my {oldiers— 
BELLARIO. 
Altamira 
Inſpires no fugitives : She loves the brave, 
Succeſsful or unhappy. 


GONSALYO, 
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Does ſhe ? thank heaven 
My title then ſtands fair: I dare appeal 

To you for teſtimony---that thoſe villains 

| Who ran me out of Milan, wanted attraction 

To draw their leader after them: mean while 
Be pleas'd, my Lord, to know the noble Belfort 
Approves conditions, and inclines to peace: 

Cold Altamira ſhuns to ſeal the bond 

That all our hopes depend on :---your perſwaſion, 
Or I grow dim too ſoon, has influence with her: 
] cannot doubt your will to point me right; 

Mere gratitude requires you court her for me; 

So ſhall the juſt Bellario, who robb'd me 

Of one ſweet ſiſter, ſtate a fair account, 

And pay me with the other. 


BELLARIO. 


I muſt take leave 
To check this freedom in its looſe career; 
You toy too freely with a lady's name, 
Who gives me no commiſſion to diſpoſe her : 
But that I wou'd not, in the houſe of Belfort, 
Too far indulge the frankneſs of my nature, 
ſhould grow warm, Gonſalvo 


GONSALYO. 


Prithee do 
For tis thy coldneſs in my cauſe has ſpoil'd it. 


D4 BELLAR10. 
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BELLAR10. 

Nay then 1 ſtand confirm'd ; not love, but enyy 
Gave birth to your new flame for Altamira ! 
But know, gay Prince, ſhe ſhall not be the tie 
Of this inſidious union! No—tho! her father, 
Join'd with my own, who doubly is my father, 
The ſovereign of Bellario, firm'd your claim, 
I wov'd reſiſt it ſolely ! Eer I ſubmit | 
To rarifie that article—unaſk'd, 
Unranſom'd, take your freedom—be again 
Bologna's enemy, as you are mine 
Gather new armies, drain the blood of Milan, 
And try, once more, your {word againſt Bellario! 


Enter BELFORT and EUGEN10. 


BELFORT. 


Methinks, I heard your voice too loud, Bellario, 
To ſuit this place Gonſalvo is my gueſt; 
And you forget that Belfort has a right 
To give protection here. 


GoxsAL vo. 


Louth, yoarh, my Lord— 
We ſhall grow old, and wiſer : even this moment 
I was taught ſomething, nor had heard before, 
That, both your daughters bold divided claim 
In one Bellario ! I- and my kind guardian, 
Bernardo, will, with your good leave, walk on 


You have a tempting garden the freſh breeze 
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Will fan reſentment cooler : At my return, 
Shou'd we be ſtill waſp-bitten—T ſhall thank 
This angry rival for his brave diſmiſſion; 
And Bentivoglio, being free already, 
Let there be ſport again! Fortune is fickle, 
And owes me a good turn; for the laſt prank 
| have not yet forgiven her. 
\ | Exeunt Gonſalvo and Bernardo. 


BELFORT. 
Was this wile ? 
Was it even decent? I oferhear'd it all! 
Skreen'd by the ſhade, in which 1 bluſh'd unſeen, 
At a Bellario, ſo unlike Bellario |! 
Doubly unmindful what to him was due, 
And what to Altamira. 


BELLARIO. 
Sir, I know it 
For, at your entrance, every conſcious drop 
That warms th* unwary heart which has offended, 


Ruſh'd to get formoſt to my glowing cheek, 
And paint repentance there.—lI was too hot 


The artleſſneſs of honeſty betray'd me; 
could not brook the rudeneſs of his hope; 
Too daring for a captive—— 

BELFORT., 

Grant his gayety 

Preſum'd too frankly—was it your's, or mine, 
To treat for Altamira? Heedleſs youth 
Is 
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Is raſh on both ſides z you would eiſe have weigbd 
In reaſon's ſcale, not gallantry's, the worth 
Of peace to warring nations: Were Gonſalvo 
Of gentler manners, had he the ſofter paſſions, 
I, and my daughter had eſteem'd him more; 
But now we are not to conſult our choice; 
Bologna claims her in Gonſalvo's right, 
And I reſign her to her country's wiſhes. 
BeLLAR10. 
My Lord, your pardon— It wou'd ill become me 
To interpoſe my will againſt Bologna's, 
Or Belfort's better claim in Altamira; 
I ſhall preſume no farther, | Exit Bellaris, 
Evctnio. 
| Is it not plain ? 
| He loves her ſtill with ſo unquench'd a paſſion, 
I tremble at the danger. 
Ber Form. 
| I believ'd it 
I ſaw it but too viſibly before; 
But it was due to prudence thus to ſound him, 
Leaſt I hadjudg'd too raſhly, 
Evcznio. 


You. do not mean 
In truth, to force her to become Gonſalvoꝰ's? 


-BeLFoORT. 


- Forbid ; it Nature, and forbid it Love. 


If I miſtake not, my Eugenio—— [paufing 
I've 
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Pye read of pure platonic intercourſe. 
If honour can do this ? if friendſhip is 

Like Angels, without ſex—all may be well; 
Yet will I to the utmoſt try the doubt; 
Bellario ſhall be urg'd to the extent 

Of his unguarded nature; I will this night, 
With ſeeming obſtinacy of command, 

Inſiſt, that Altamira bends her will 

To meet Gonfalvo's love ! further to puſh 
This all-diſcovering trial, ſhe ſhall believe 
That in reſentment of Bellario's raſhneſs, 

She muſt, to-morrow leave him, and with me 
Set out, to wait in perſon on the Duke, 

Reſign her will to his, and wed Gonſalvo. 


Euckxio. 
This, if Bellario bears, our fears are falſe ; 
And neither Lucidora's peace in danger, 
Nor Altamira's honour. 


BriroT. 

If on the contrary, 
At once, unguarded, he betrays ſurprize, 
Reſentment, and impatience, 'tis confirm'd, 
He's hurried by his paſſions to deſigns, 
Which his dimm'd reafon ſees not, nor believes; 
For lovers judge as ill of their own hearts, 
As if they were anothers oft, at once 
Deceiy'd, and the deceivers : --- This ſhall be 

proved: _ 


For 


ruin. 


For he who bears one injury, invites 

A ſecond ! *till wrongs do multiply, 
And reputation bleeds !---Let us avoid 
Gonſalvo for a moment---I would receive 
Your further friendly counſel. 


[ Exeunt Belfort and Eugenio. 


Re-enter GonsALvo and BERNARDo. 


GoxsALVvo. 
Hiſt! let us wait 

I muſt be mindful to preſerve due diſtance, 
Betwixt the vanquiſh'd, and the vanquiſhers.— 
Proud, tho! they call me, I ſubmit, thou ſeeſt, 
To walk behind, unbidden,---So---now, go on 
Tou were ſaying---my truſty friend Bernardo, 
That having mark'd, but now, Bellario's inſult, 
And rightly judging ſome revenge was due, 
You choſe this lucky moment to ſpeak out 
Your long conceal'd attachment : you inform me, 
That the Canneſchians gave Bologna greatnels, 
E'er Bentivoglio was a royal name; 
That there ſtill breathes an ardour to reſtore 
The fame of this cruſh'd family; that now 
Conſpiracy grown ripe, invites my taſting ; 
And that the wrongs your merit has ſuſtain'd, 
Have — you at the head of this new faction! 

BERNARDO. 


You have conceiv'd it fully---all but this--- 
»Þ The 
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to 


SS UL TT A MIRA. 45 


The friends of liberty deſerve a name, 
More lov'd than that of faction. 


Gos ALvo. 


Do they not? 

Did I ſay faction ?---I meant patriotiſm ! 

What tho' the duke, who holds the rank thou 
merits, 

Has truſted thee to head blind myrmidons, 

Brave blunderers ! who ſupport a power they love 
not, 

Is that a reaſon thou ſhou'd'ſt ſerve him faithfully ? 
Never pretend it honeſty ſuppoſes 

A counter-tally---honeſty to honeſty, 

Each fitting into other---aſk the prieſts, 

They'll tell thee to a man, that Truth is Knavery 
When told for the wrong cauſe---while he, who ſins 
On the right ſide, is ſanctified. 


BERNARDO. 


This night, 

The Duke, releas'd by your command, expects 

To reach Bologna: not a ſoldier waits him, 

But with implicit blindneſs, executes 

What I direct, all, long dependant on me, 

And taught to hope, or fear, but from my fortune. 
Near as he is---'twill be Gonſalvo's fault 

It Bentivoglio ſees Bologna more ! 
Bellario s daring arm, and Belfort's eye, 
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Both abſent from the city, make all eaſy : 

Your friendſhip, Sir, your promiſe of protection, 

Secures us your's! We, then, are Milan's friends! 
GONSALVO. 

Friendſhip, Bernardo, is a ſmiling harlot, 
That when ſhe kiſſes, kills ! ſo ſays the world... 

* BERNARDO. 

Hypocriſy, my lord, high fed with promiſes, 
Court promiſes | can but to hatred turn. 

| GonsSALvo. 

And hatred hatch'd at home, like a tame tyget, 
May fawn, and ſport, but never leaves his nature! 
Now he is rouz'd to miſchief ! to rebellion! 

Be it ſo---'tis well---we will enjoy it. 


BrxNARDo. 

I, but as your lieutenant, wiſh to hold 
The ſtate your arms ſecure; Milan's power, 
Encreas'd by this acceffion, but defends 
The ſervants of her greatneſs. 


GonsA LVO; 


Be a duke! 
Be king, Bernardo! emperor ! every thing 
Titles and power, and fure ſupport from Milan, 
Are all at thy diſpoſal :---but the death 
Of the old duke---I wou'd not wiſh that neceſſary, 
Were this young ranter, this Bellario duke, 
There might be cauſe to cruſh the ſerpent's oy 
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Leſt he ſhould turn and bite us! Bentivoglio 
Is a ſafe, harmleſs ſnake, that bears no poiſon. 


BERNARDO, 
Leave to my choice 
To act in that as ſafety ſhall require; 
To-morrow, this proud ſpirit of Bellario, 
Shall, like a dewy calmneſs, that ſucceeds 
A loud, and frightful rempeſt, ſink to ſilence, 
And never dare iafult Gonſalvo more, 


GoNnSALVO. 
One thing there is, more wiſh'd than power, 
ambition, | 
Revenge, or fame tis pleaſure ! my Bernardo 
The pleaſure to compel reluctant love 
Who knows where Belfort, mad at our ſucceſs, 
May lock up Altamira? theſe cloſe convents 
Have a ſhrewd knack at keeping virtue cold, 
In ſpite of all love's wildfire !---wkile, to night, 
You, in Bologna, ſtrike th* important moment, 
Leave me to follow you with Altamira! 
Some dozen of your whiſker'd, fierce huſſars, 
Left to plead for me, will perſuade her coyneſs 
To ride as light as your old amazons, 
And viſit you, er morning, at Bologn-; 


BERNARPo. 
'Tis done. I will aſſign to your command 
Fellows ſo harden'd to a life of daring, 
That they delight in blood, and feel no danger, 


Goxs AL vo. 
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Goms AlL vo. 
Chuſe me a truſty, and a ſwift courier; 
I will write inſtantly : all Milan's power 
Shall march! and unſuſpected, wait your call 
To juſtify this night !---plot, ye faint thinkers, 
Tire your weak brains, with doubts, and plan; 
and arts | 
To ſmooth your proſpects, and enſure ſucceſs, 
He who would wiſh to win at Fortune's play, 
At once ſhould think, and act, and force his wa, 


[ Exeunt, 


End of the Trirp Acr. 


—— 


ACT 
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rr Iv. 
SCENE, An Anti-chamber, in ALTAMIRA'S 


Apartment. A Table, Lights. 


ALTAMIRA, reading. 


ALTAMIRA. 


Ti S midnight ſure, unuſual ſtillneſs reigns; 

Now, in this ſolemn, awful, ſilent hour, 

Let contemplation riſe ! and to the heart 

Of Altamira, hold reflexion's glaſs ! 

Dart thou behold the dreaded image there? 

Alas ! thou dar'ſt not :---ſhou'd'{t thou ſearch too 
deep, | 

The dark ideas, which may ſtart to fright thee, 

Wou'd double all the horrors of the night | 

My ſiſter's huſband !---whither am I wandering ? 

What, tho* my love is pure, as the pale beams - 

That light up morning ! cold as Alpine froſts, 


And chaſte as unoffending infancy--- 


. I. E The 


50 ALT AMI RA. 


The pleaſure which his preſence gives, alarms me 

And not to fly the poſſibility, 

Were to invite the danger ! ſure Bellario 

Forgets the interview he preſs'd ſo warmly.— 
[Loos at a watts, 

What if he fails ? oh, cheated Altamira ! 

The pain that queſtion gives thee, proves thy 

—_—_—  . 

Tis time to be myſelf! to-morrow comes 

Riſe, bright, propitious morning! haſten forward, 

Shine on my fears! my ſacred oath ſhall conquer! 

And every pang that inclination feels, 

Adds * to my virtue 5 


Enter Luci pokA. 


1 6150 Siſter!—-1 thought 
That J, 210 of all this ſilent houſe 
W. as waking Why are you ſo late a viſitor? 
Lucibon x. 
I know not from what impulſe, but my 10 


Is ſad with apprehenſion : I am happy, 
Let cannot ceaſe from ſighing.--- 


ALTAMIRA, 


This is common. 
Often the e firs ſwoll'n by ſudden joy, 
Sink, from the ſtrong exceſs, and bring on ſadneſs 
vill have no conſequence ; nor were it impull, 


Shou d it be thus indulg'd ; for ſuch forebodings 
| Make 
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Make diſtant ills, by apprehenſion, preſent”; 
As men condemn'd to die, before their death, 
Loſe life in n expectation. 

LucibokA. 

Ho viſe, my ſiſter, 
How weigh'd, and how remov'd from common 
' weaknefs, ' | . 
Are all your thoughts, and actions: -- muſt relate 
My hearts new anguiſh, for your friendly cure 
have obſerv'd, ia my Bellario, 

Since his return, a dumb, and Joyleſs gloom : 
Often he ſtarts, as it from inward pain; 

Yet, if I tell him ſo, he owns it not, 

But ſtill grows more diſpleas'd, the more I preſs 
To know his cauſe of ſadneſs: then 1 weep - 

And he looks pity——tears himſclf away: 

And ſeems not angry, but as if diſtreſs'd 

By ſomeching, which he wou'd not have me ſhare, 
Rather, than vex'd by any gricf, I give him. 


ALTAMIRA, 

I wiſh my fitter had not felt this pain, 

Nor told it Altamira; where we love 

We find contagion in each others woes; 

1 weep already for your kindred ſorrow. (weeping. 


Lucipora. 

You ever was too kind to Lucidora. 

A will but add this melancholly circumſtance, 
And move your rears no more.—-At this late kour 
Balario flies me, and àmidſt the garden, 

E 2 Walks 
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Walks, lonely, under night's unfriendly dews, 
Chuſing to liſten to the raven's ſcreamings, 
Which make night dreadful with their baneful cries 
Rather than hear the voice of Lucidora. 


ALTAMIRA, 

Women refle& not, what important cares 
May preſs the thoughts of buſy, active man! 
You know the ſtate's whole nn: now depends 
Upon Bellario's conduct. 


Lvcipora. 


He told me ſo--- 
And, farther, that the proffer'd terms of peace 
Required his-utmoſt caution Solitude, 
He faid, unfetter'd thought——and he wou'd take 
A few lone hours from night---and ſmile to-morrow 
What was you reading, ſiſter ? 
ALTAMIRA. 
| *Tis the ſtory 
Of an unhappy maid, who lov'd too raſhly, 
Believ'd, and was undone, 
Lucipora. 


She was too vain. 
ALTAMIRA. 
Why think you ſo? 
Lucipora. 


Tis our own conſcious ſenſe 
Of what the men call beauty, gives us pleaſure 


To hear that beauty prais'd ; from a” 
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The frankneſs of my viſit. 

(Gonſalvo muffles himſelf in bis cloak, and 
enters the chamber, followed by two of the 
guards :---immediately is heard within, the 
claſh of ſwords---and Bellario re- enters, 
driving the guards before bim.) 

| 1 BzLL az10, 
Villains! who are ye? know me for Bellario ! 
Fist GuarD. 
My Lord Bellario ! | 
'BeLLanio. 


Who ſer you on? what execrable villain, 
Gave orders for this miſchief ? 


 FixsT GuarD, 
Our captain ſwore us 
To follow hither, and obey Gonſalvo. 


Re-enter Gos Al vo from the chamber. 
BeLLAR10. 

Gonſalvo! 
GoxsAlL No. 


He the ſame {:hrowing off his cloak] 
A bold intruder! | 
To take advantage of two haſty lovers !--- 
Fie, fie---you ſhou'd have lock d the chamber door; 
10 The Lady then, by privilege of ſex, 


& AL T AMI R A. 


Had given my thoughts the l—— _ 
She ſwoons within and I had ſtaid to help her, 
But: 2 quick ſword recall'd me. Tell- tale blun. 


erer: (The guards g F 
Whit! gone \—Thile rogues 2 are cowards out of 
ſeaſon 


There was a time if they had run thus lightly, 

It wou'd have better feryed me. But to buſineſs, 
(Draws his feord, 

Now, what Bellario aſks, *tis mine to anſwer, 


BELLARIO. 

Hold thy raſh hand, and find a better time, 
A place more apt for murder What thou wou'd'f 
I know not, for my thoughts are loſt in wonder; 
But if thy baſeneſs is not blind, as I am, 
A lady's honour will deſerve thy care; 
Be mindfal, ſhou'd we urge diſturbance further, 
Whoſe fame | is blaſted by us. 


+ GoxsaLvo. 

Be mindful, ſay —_ 
Yes, by the powers of envy, I am mindful— 
Thy ſharp, thy moſt luxurious appetite, 
(Thou glutton after beauty !) has now twice 
Checkt my imperuous love with diſappointment; 
But if I not revenge it, may I faſt | 
*Till age ſhall make forbearance-a forc'd virtue, 
And not worth heaven's acceptance—t will kill thee! 
I will not give thee time or chance to ſcape me 
My fortunes are at ſtake | the game of death 


ls 


| 
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That love breeds confidence; and faith, deceiy'd, 
Where ends it but in ruin? 
ALTAMIRA. 
True but virtue 
Was given us for a guard cannot we love 
And yet be watchful ? 


Lvuc1Dora. 
It is not quite impoſlible--- 
Yet to withſtand temptation where we love, 
Is oft roo hard for virtue : vice aſſumes 
An angel's form, and tempts by flow degrees, 
Artful, to wind itſelf about the heart; 
We ſhou'd not once admit the wily phantom; 
If it approach the hand, or court the eye, | 
Who knows but it may warm the heart to wiſhes ? 
Honour is the religion of our ſex, _ 
And caſts a chaſte divinity on beauty. 
ALTAMIRA, f 
Yet where two hearts of ſocial worth unite, 
Even pleaſure there is virtue. | 


LucipoRa. 
Such ſhou'd be marriage 
Far other pleaſures wait unlawful love. 
But I forget the hour tis time to reſt 
deep may ſubdue theſe raſh, intruding cares, 
And hide me from my grief ſiſter, good night. 
[Erit. 


Rara 
ALTAMIRA. 
Heaven calm your penſive breaſt with wiſh'd re: 
pole. 

Oh guilt ! how ſharp muſt thy reflection be, 
When weakneſs, innocent as mine, thus ſtarts, 
And feels unmeant reproaches ! It delights me, 
In ſpite of all my friendſhip's tendereſt folly, 
That cares have kept him abſent ! had he been her: 
When Lucidora enter'd what had it ſeem'd? 
How terrible to honour is the thought ? 


Enter BELL AR10. 


Who's that! defend me heaven! he's here! yhy 
came you 

At this late hour ?- 

My ſiſter left me. 


*twas but a moment ſince 


Br LLARIO. 
I watch'd her to her chamber: 


There may ſhe ſleep, unhappy Lucidora ! 
_ ree from the cares which goad my fatal boſom! 
ALTAMIRA, 
What mean ou? 
BELLANII0O0. 
Nothing---I cannot mean 
8 ſenſe, but that of woe, has left me: 
Your cruel father tells me, tis reſolv'd, 
That hated Milan ſhall, &er long, be bleſs'd 


Wich Altamira hand 
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A LTAMIRA, 
| E'er long, indeed 
ris doom'd to be to morrow !—Yet know this, 
Tho? with the morning's dawn I quit for ever 
This happy houſe, where firſt I ſaw Bellario, 
No diſtance ſhall compel me to forget him ! 
No power on earth condemn me to the hope 
Of far deceiv*d Gonſalvo. 
BzLLARoO, 


To-morroyw ! 


ALTAMIRA. 
My father's ſix d reſolve will have it fo. 


BELL AR10. 
Never !—by all the waſted vows, my heart 
Has mingled with the winds ! and ſigh'd in vain 
To cruel Altamira! never—never— 
Honour, fame, faith, allegiance, reaſon, firſt 
Shall fink in violation ! and the blood 
Of curs'd Gonſalvo, drown at once the name, 
And the diſtreſſes of this wretch Bellario.— 
| [going. 
ALTAMIRA. 
O ſtay—what madneſs this — ſpeak not ſo loud. 
Is this your care of Altamira's honour ? 
Your horrid purpoſe is not juſt, nor needful— 
Religion yields a ſafe retreat to ſorrow : 
'Tis but to turn away my thoughts from you, 


And wiſh my father, and my ſiſter happy, 
| This 
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This wretched world has then no object left, 
That can recal a ſigh from Altamira. 


BELLAR10. 


And think you I can live when you are gone, 
And bear a ſecond time, this burning torture ? 
When I but thought you dead, hard as it was, 
Due reſignation taught me to ſubmit, 

Becauſe complaint was warring againſt heaven, 
But this new voluntary death in life, 

Is paſt a mortals bearing !—no—may I fall 

To be the ſport of infamy---If this ſword, 
Which you ſorbid to ſave you from Gonſalvo, 
Shall not revenge your loſs upon myſelf ! 

And in that moment, when thoſe matchleſs charms 


Are raviſh'd from my eyes, diſmiſs my heart, 
Which has no buſineſs here, but Altamira 


ALTAMIRA. 


What have you ſworn ? raſh man ! this horrid 
thought 3 
Remain'd, undreaded, to convince my ſoul, 


There is, on this fide death, no end of ſorrow ! 


BrI Axio. | 
Wou'd you not wiſh me dead, make life a bleſſing 
Rouſe your reſentment, at this doom'd difpolal! | 

That rates your everlaſting peace, at nothing 
You have a choice! aſſert it !---what ! ſhall mere 


forms, 
| T hin, 
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Thin, empty, outward ties of policy, 

The cobweb threads of law ! that were but meant 
To bind the frighted vulgar, make a wretch 

Of Altamira! who has worth, and wiſdom, 

To weigh againſt a thouſand angry worlds ! 
Diſdain it l. call your reaſon to your aid 
Reaſon, in ſuch a cauſe, will fide with paſſion |! 
Break the dereſted chain ! to love and me, 

Truſt every future care !---nor frown, to kill me, 
While my deyoted ſoul breaks through my eyes, 
Torove in raptures, oer your lovely beauties— 


ALTAMIRA, 


If there's a power that loves exalted virtue, 
He will protect it! and on falſe Bellario, 
Revenge this inſult !---away---forſake me. 
Begone for ever——thy unveil'd deſign 
Glares on each guilty accent ! never again 
Will J hehold thy face---cruel Bellario ! 

Leſt I ſhou'd bluſh away my injur'd ſoul! _ 

Oh! thou haſt robb'd me of my deareſt bleſſing, 

That ſoft delight, miſtaken friendſhip gave me | 
BELLAR10. 

Unkind reproacher : Is there left a way 
To ſhun a liſe of woe, but by thus daring 
To bleſs, and to be bleſs'd ? you know it--think it 
And ſure my Altamira is above 
The little arts and follies of her ſex ! 

Their 
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Their tears, their tremblings, their-unwiſh'd reſiſt. 
ance 


And all their feeble falſkpods. 


 ALTAMIRA. 

Scarce does my ſoul 
Diſdain Bellario's guilty paſſion more, 
Than ſuch deteſted artifice in woman ; 
Her practis'd coyneſs, her deſembled rage, 
At the ſoft name of love; while at her heart, 
Cloſe in her inmoſt thoughts the hugs the traitor, 
And feels his fierceſt fires !---1 own his power —- 
And bow, obedient, to the tyrant God 
Yet let not this confeſſion wrong my heart; 
Wov'd you deſerve my paſſion, cheriſh not 
A wiſh, but may be join'd with niceft honour: 
Give me your love, a pure, and lambent flame, 
Light, without heat, chaſte as the veſtal fires. 


BELLARIO. 


Leave to the froſty ſtoicks that idea, 
That wild, platonic ghoſt, of dead deſire 
My unattending ſoul can now learn nothing, 
But the ſoft leſſons of thoſe ſpeak ing eyes, 
Which ſparkle back my fire, and ſhine with love! 


ALTAMIRA, 


Leave me, perfidious tempter ! traitor | leave me, 
Or, dying, I ſhall hate thee !---hark ! what noiſe! 


(A noiſe is heard without.) 
We 
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We are ſurpriz d] and my fair fame is blaſted ! 
| BerLARIoO. 

Wou'd you be ſafe from the officious eye 
Of ſome late ſtranger, whom miſtake or accident, 
Has guided hither, hide me in your chamber 


ALTAMIRA, 
Sooner ſhall death conceal me from myſelf, 
And a reproaching world —— 
BELLAR 10. 
Hark ! it comes nearer ! 
This ill-tim'd niceneſs will deſtroy your fame— 
My caution wou'd preſerve it !---ſome of the ſtran- 
gers 
Returning from the neighbouring revels late, 
Miſtake this quarter for their own apartment— 
While to your chamber we retire, .conceal'd, 
They find their error, and I ſcape unſeen. 


ALTAMIRA. | 
O heaven! 


BELL AR10. 
Be ruld — for honour's ſake—for mine—for love 
(Forces ber in.) 
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Euter Gonsar vo, BERNARDe, and 
Guards, 


BxZENAA O. 

This is the anti- chamber, neareſt that 
In which your Altamira ſleeps ſecure, 
Not dreaming of our neighbourhood. 

GonsSALvg. 


Wou' d I was nearer; 
I cou'd ſubmit to want of your good company; 
What was the noiſe below? I fear'd prevention, 
BERNARDO, 
The bunggling rogues, whom I had poſted there, 
With orders to ſecure us from intruſion, 
Were executing that command too loudly— 
Now, my lord,---farewel--- 
I leave you to your amorous wiſhes--- 
And haſten on before yau to the city--- (Exi.., 
GONSALVO. 
Now---my. brave truſty friends for your dil. 
poſal.-- | 


You two---the neareſt to this chamber door, 


Entering with me, proceed as I direct; 
The reſt wait here, to guard us to your party 
Give me my cloak---I do not love to bluſn- 


And might, if ſhe ſhou'd know me, and * 
e 
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Is playing at Bologna, and 'tis mine 
To thro's at all for Milan. 


BELLARI0O. 
As thou'rt a ſoldier, 
Make truce with raſhneſs, and depart this place 
Fot Altamira's ſake. 
Gos AL vo. 
For her ſake? Yes, 
Juſt fach : a chaſte delay ſhe merits from me, 
As for my ſake ſhe taught deſire to ſuſfer, 
Who ſupping here to-night with you, fear'd not 
To come with a new appetite to-morrow, 
When *twas my turn to give the feaſt of love! 
BrxLLanio. 


Brutal teproacher ! love diſdains thy mention--- 
Since thou wilt cover her with ſhame---Die firſt 
A victim to her biuſhes. 


(They fight, Bellario is wounded. 
Ser thou haſt wounded me.- be yet adviſed 
Which cver is decreed---my death, or thine, 
I yoy'd not wiſh it here. 
8 GoxsALvo. 
Here !---here !---by heaven! 
Living, or dead, I will diſcloſe thy baſeneſs, 
And pay, with ſhame, my wrongs from Altamira! 
(Fight again, Gonſaluo is wounded and difarm'd, 
BELLARIoO. | 
The rage of thy reſentment has decciv'd thee. 
I haye 
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I have return'd my wound thou bleed'ſ as I do; 
But leave me to my fate---go---be ſorry 
Live to repent, and be a wretch as I am. 
| GONSALVO. 
I will be ſorry for my luckleſs fate. 
*Sdeath ! jilted every way l Why thou wert born 
To rival me in glory and in love. 
In love to rob me baſely !---but revenge 
Has yet one way---I will proclaim it loudly, [ Ex, 
3 BxTLARIO. 
The rais'd houſe 
Already takes the alarm; from room to room, 
Croſs the dim windows of the court, I ſee 
The ſhooting lights move faſt z and, from below, 
The noiſe of gathering numbers kill my hopes! 
Oh, Altamira! what were all theſe fears 
Did they not join thee with me ? Now, too late, 
Love flatters not the heart, but owns his weakneſs, 
And gives due place to reaſon. I will go in, 
And ſince tis vain to offer comfort to her, 
Divide her ſname Protect her in diſgrace, 
And catch the bluſhes from her lovely face. ¶ Lait. 


End of the ForxTu ACT. 


» 
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rr 
SCENE continues. 


BELFORT, alone. 
BeLroRT. 


Wer are we fathers, Heaven ! daughter and 
ſon | 
ire dear deceiving names | whoſe powerful ſound 
Dilates the tender heart, but to improve 
he parent's large capacity for pain. 


LociDoRA enters from the Bedchamberz 
Weeping. 
Od, Lucidora !—now my only child ! 
(ſhy are we thus? but thou att dumb with grief; 
Would I had not been Belfort ! infamy 
lies over, and diſdains the humble cottage. 


Iv exempted vulgar lie too low for ſhame | 
Vor. II. F Proud 


nir. 


Proud honour tempeſts up the elated mind, 
Awakens anguiſh—and denies to nature 
Forgetfulneſs of ſorrow. 


Lvcipora. 
Oh my father ! would I cou'd give you comfort, 


BELFoORT. 


' Had I been born, to ſcape reflections ſting, 
Some bleſt, unfeeling hind—I had not ſought 
For torturing reaſons, why the daughter's ſhame 
Demands the father's vengeance ! had not thus 
Grown mad—confounded, in this maze of ruin! 

Oh, Altamira! what a fall was thine! 
Dying Gonſalvo, wanton then, no more, 
Felt like a father—and was half aſham'd 


To tell thy ruin—Foe as he was Y 
He pitied the new wretchedneſs he gave me; 
As if he wou'd have ſaid—ſee, weak old man, 
The fruits of thy paſt ſorrow ! how didſt tho 
mourn | 
Her fancied death ! unknowing all that while, 
The death ſo mourn'd, had ſkreen'd her in the gi! Pre 
And fav'd thee from the ſhame ſhe brings thee n But 
Lucipora. To 
Win you not ſee my ſiſter? 2 
BxLIrokr. 
I will! I must! . 
Fort 


Lucio | 
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LucipoRa, 
Alas! your voice and look are charg'd with 
terror |! 
| tremble to behold you. In your eye 
| read ſome dreadful meaning l on my knees 
| beg you, by the dear remember'd ſweetneſs 
Of my dead mother's love—pity my ſiſter 
Till now, ſhe dwelt at your fond heart—your 
charmer— ME 
The living likeneſs of my buried mother, 
Who left her to your love.—O, ſhe is innocent | 
Pure and unſullied as the mountain ſnow : 
Gonſalvo was our enemy confeſs d 
Rejected - revengeful - prone to ſlander 
believe him not, Sir, - let your reſentment cool 
BELFORT, 
Riſe, Lucidora 
Lvcipor A. 
Not till vour pity 
(Belfort raiſes ber) 
Prevails againſt your anger -Had you ſeen her 
But now, as 1 did---proftrate, and abandon'd 
To every wild diftreſs---you wou'd---you muſt _ 
Have wept her ſtrange, unhappy, crvel fortunes, 
Bxxroxr. | 
Where is Bellario? I want revenge: 
For tears are vain, and can weep no more 


F 2 The 
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The thoughts of vengeance has already dried 


My ſhow'ry eyes, as the ſoft dropping clouds 
Are driven off by ſtorms :- Where is Bellario? 


Luciora. 


I fonnd him with her 
And when our eyes at enterance met each other, 
Both dumb, beneath the double woe, we ſtood, 


As each had will to ſpeak, but found no power. 
At laſt, Bellario ſigh'd, and turning, cry'd.— 
« Pity your injur'd ſiſter---for ſhe is innocent.— 
* Th intended guilt was mine.“ and then retir'd, 
---O, my father ! bring not more miſery on me--. 
Comfort my poor departing, injur'd fiſter--. 

Or I, unguilty, ſhall be puniſt'd moſt, 


BEeLForT. 


Thy goodneſs fills me with a lively ſenſe 
Of ſhame, for over-rating Altamira, 
And in the partial blindneſs of my age, 
Neglecting worth like thine ! 'till now, I knew not 
This ſovereign greatneſs of thy moving virtue: 
But ceaſe to preſs me in thy ſiſter's cauſe; 
I am not yet enough my felf to ſee her: 
I muſt retire—and, if I can, reſume 
My ſoul.—T ſhall have need of all my ſtrength, 
To act like Belfort, yet not looſe the father. 

( Kreunt ſeveral. 


SCENE 
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SCE N E diſcovers another Chamber. 


ALTAMIRA, 


0, hated light ! O wretched Altamira ! 
..Gonfalvo dead; and my Bellario dying! 
And do I live that am the fatal cauſe ? 

Even conſcious virtue can't ſupport me now: 


(pulling out a dagger. 
This is my only refuge! friendly death, 


Opens his hoſpitable arms for all. 


Enter LUCIDORA. 


LucipoRa, 
Thou inſtance of affliction's utmoſt power 
When will thy frighted ſoul recover reſt ? 
Can reaſon offer nothing to thy aid ? 


ALTAMIRA. [rTi/ing. 
'Tis loſt! that glorious light is quench'd for ever! 
Why weep you thus ? why look you kindly at me ? 
Are you not woman? not an injur'd wife? 
And are you ſtill a ſiſter, and a friend? 
What though I never wrong'd you even in thought, 
Can that ſecure me from the babbling world? 
Whoſe rigid, yet, unerring laws, demand 
A conduct unſuſpected !---reputation clear. 
For to deſpiſe, is to deſerve reproach 
Oh! who can live the flander of each ſex ? 


9 E' en 
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E'en I am fallen to own my ſiſter's picy 
A bleſſing I deſerve not 


LuciDoRa. 


Think not ſo meanly of me---We cannot judge 
Temptation's force---'till we have try'd our hearts 
And triumph'd o'er its danger z---yet vain woman 
Accuſes woman loudeſt---bitter, inſulting, 
Reproachful, and implacable—nor fears, 

Nor queſtions for her felf—anon, ſhe falls, 
Unpitied in her turn; and then, too late, 
Remembers, that compaſſion is a virtue. 


ALTAMIRA. 
Oh! thou art all that can make goodneſs charm. 
And infamy deltable ! if yet, ling, 


If after all my ſorrows—all my ſhame, 

Death cou'd deſerve a pang—'twould be to loſe 
The bleſſing of thy converſe ! no more to hear thee, 
No more to thank thee—for the grave is dark 
As my ſad proſpect—and will leave me nothing, 
Not even my grateful ſenſe of what I owe thee. 


LUCIDQR A, 


Turn thy afflicted thoughts to ſome new ſubject, 
I know not how to chuſe, yet wiſh a theme 
Leſs ſuited to your ſadneſs. 


ALTAMIRA, 
Do not forget 
When I, perhaps, ſhall fee his face no more, 


To 
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To breathe thy comforts on my father's ſorrow, 
Tell him, whatever puniſhment my fault 
May merit from his anger, the ſevereſt, 
The hardeſt agony I had to bear, 
Was, that I brought him ſhame, and made him 
wretched. 
Lucipora. 
Defend us, gracious heaven! See where he comes 


Enter BELFORT. 


ALTAMIRA, 
Open, kind earth, and ſave me from his eye ! 
(Sinking to the ground. 
BELFORT. 
(After looking ſome time at ber. 
Art thou my child? art thou my Altamira? 
ALTAMIRA, h 
I am that loſt—that once-lov'd Altamira, 
Who, for ber country's peace, reſign'd the world! 
Reſign'd my love ! and even you my father! 
( Lucidora raiſes ber. 
From that aſſylum wherefore was I torn, 
To be again the daughter of misfortune ? 
For now no name is left me—Kneeling, behold 
Your firſt-born child—with fondneſs rear'd, 
And daily fed upon your virtuous precepts 
Pardon my firſt offence—my fatal error! 
That midnight aſſignation ! yet hear me, ; 
F 4 While 


Cruel, baſe Bellario ! 
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While I to heaven appeal for juſtice! 
By all the ſouls that have for chaſtity 
Been regiſter'd, I am as free from guilt 
As thoſe bright ſaints !---Forgive, forgive me, Si. 


BeLFORT. (Raifmg ber. 


Let me endear thee once more to my boſom... 
Here preſs thee cloſe, cloſe to my ſad heart ; 
Before we take a long eternal leave, 

Let me indulge the old, fond, doating father--. 
O let me wander back to happier days, 

To ſee thy mother's early fondneſs for thee, 
To hear the vain profuſion of her hopes 
Pour'd out in praiſe, and tender prophecies 
Or what thy future fame and what thy virtues |... 
Is it all come to this ?— tis well ſhe's gone 
She died in peace, and was deceiv'd and happy. 
I pray'd for children, and heaven gave me you: 
I thought myſclf jo bleſs'd, that all my prayers 
Thenceforth became thank igivings! for as you grey, 
So grew my love, and my fond hope together, | 
And I had nothing left to with for more: 
et- who would be a father in my ſtead? 


BBLLAR10 is led in faint and bloody, and ſeated 
in a chair, the ſervants retire. 


BELLARIO, 


ALTAMIR A 73 


BELLARIO. 
Unhappy Belfort. 


ALTAMIRA. 


Break, break, deteſted heart! thou can'ſt not bear 
This complicated ſcene of ſhame and milery ! 
(Falls into a chair weeping. 
LucipoRa. 


| Unkind Bellario, 
Why have you ſhunn'd me? why have you bled fo 
long, 
Unaided by my care ? how pale you look ? 
You might have ſeen your faithful Lucidora—— 
She would not have reproach'd you. 


BELLAR10. 

Thou great example 
Of what ſhould charm in woman ! O Lucidora! 
Till time ſhall be no more, thy injur'd ſex 
Will cite thy name to vindicate their glory ! 
It grieves me that my life is on the wing, 
And cannot ftay to thank thy wond'rous goodneſs, 
——Belfort +1 would not die beneath thy curſe : 
All that a crime, like mine, can urge with hope 
To a wrong'd father's heart, is this---confeſs 
The hand of fate thro? all our deep diſtreſs, 
And date it from my father's raſb reſofve ! 
Love is a ſacred tie, and will not be 
Diſſolv'd, to ſerve the ends of mean ambition 


Bat 
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But in this wretchedneſs, which his command 
Has forced upon Bellario—be it my joy, 
That the ſon ſuffers to atone the father. 

| BeLFoRT. 

I feel, like you, the hand of heaven upon us, 
And moderate my anger: but my ſorrow 
Finds no relief ! I am the mark of miſery ! 
Small comfort whence the cruel thunder came, 
Since every bolt has reach'd me. 

BELLAR10. 

When I am dead, do not miſtake the pity 
Of Altamira, and miſcal it guilt : 
While my faſt ebbing blood can give me life, 
It cannot be employ'd to nobler purpoſe, 
Than to abſolve her innocence.—l1 do confeſs 
(Hurried by frenzy and deſpair) my vow 
Of honour and fidelity was chang'd 


Jo purpos'd guilt—but gracious heaven 0 
Preſerv*d me from the crime ! and transform'd B 
Th' intended, worthleſs, baſe, deſtroyer, Bc 
To be the bleſt preſerver of her honour } * 
Gonſalvo's guards, ſecur d, muſt tell the reſt; An 
For I, grown faint, can add no more—chilling death 
Creeps over me—and pain—at every pang 0 
Shakes life's dim flame — that quivers on the point, Wh 


And longs to leap away.—O Belfort !—Lucidor' 
Altamira All can you forgive me? 


ALTAM IR A. os. 


Enter Eu GEN IO. 


Eucrxio. 

Well it becomes the fate of loſt Bellario, 
To doubt forgiveneſs here O grant it heaven 
For ſure no heavier weight of general woe, 

Fer curs d a private weakneſs. 
Lucipora. 
Cruel Eugenio, 
To heap affliction on the ſinking head. 


BzLFoRT. 
Thy eyes 
Look horrid with a wildneſs like deſpair ! 
Thou haſt been told it all? 


Euctnio, 
All—all.—The groans 
Of a diſtracted croud have pour'd it on me. 
But I have news of yet more dreadful weight ! 
Bologna is no more ! Good Bentivoglio 
Is mingled with the ſpirits of the bleſs'd, 
And in a ſafer world eſcapes this ſorrow ! 


BELFORT, 
Great! awful terrible! myſterious power 
Where will thy vengeance end? 


BELL AR10, 
While yet I hear thee, 
Go on, Eugenio, 


EvGEN10, 
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EucEN IO. 


Jealous, from ſtrong impreſſion, that Bernardo, 
Who, long has envied, long has hated Belfort; 
In concert with the captive heir of Milan, 
Might meditate advancement, and avow 
The faction, he has been obſerv'd to court 


I have with fatal impulſe fear'd and watch'd him, 
In dead of night, a faithful ſpy alarm'd me, 
With news, that at his ſquadron's head he march'd, 
And left this place in filence——1 purſued 
With fruitleſs hope to reach Bologna firſt, 
And ward off danger, by my intereſt there : 
I came in time; but ſcarce began to hope 
My fears had been unjuſt, when horrid news 
Rang thro? the city that the Duke was met, 
And murder'd by Bernardo! whoſe vile name 
Was echoed in each ſtreet with ſavage joy 
Bologna's Duke ! deliverer ! and reſtore: ! 
And Milan the protector of his ſtate ! 
BELrokr. 
Oh! what a wretch is Belfort 
BELLAR10. 
This is too much; 
This murder of a father! for, alas 
He meant us not the miſeries he caus'd us 


Offended power ! why lingers hated life— 
While ruin! murder! deſolation! add 


Ney 


— — 
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ALTAMIR A. 


New pangs to my deſpair ; I feel thee, Death, 

Cold at my heart—yet—had that heart leſs guilt, 

Thy arrows were leſs painful. O forgive, 

Forgive me Belfort—Lucidora—Altamira— (dies. 
(Lucidora weeps over Bellario's body.) 


= — TT = 


BELFORT. 
See, Altamira 
The bitter fruits of thy unhappy love 
It bloſſom'd ſweetly, and thy cheated hopes 
Were promis'd that its bloom wou'd laſt for ever: 
What can'ſt thou wiſh ? what ſtate of life becomes 
thee? 
Go from the world—which has no corner in it 
That will receive thee kindly, but that cloiſter, 
Whence, had'ſt thou ne'er been drawn, thou had'ſt 
been happy. 


ALTAMIRA. 
I go—bur, e'er 1 take my long laſt leave, 
Remember, that I once was Altamira—— 
And ſend your bleſſing with me 


| 
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BELFORT. 
Take it—and with it— 
(embracing her. 
The breaking heart of a weak doating father— 


Who loves thee thro? thy ſhame—and weeps thy 
ruin— 


- 


ALTAMIRA, 


ruin. 


ALTAMIRA. 


My mother, when ſhe call'd me to the bed 

From whence ſhe breath'd her ſoul, and left me 
wretched— 
Kifs'd me before ſhe died—look'd, weeping at me, 
And gave this tender council: Altamira 
Remember, when thou haſt no more a mother, 
Be thou thy father's bleſſing—let him in thee 
Still love my image—and forget to mourn me; 
Chear his declining life; and ſhould there come 
A time ſo ſad, that thou ſhou'd'ſt give him pain, 
Die, to eſcape the guilt, and find thy mother— 
I promis'd I wou'd keep the dear command, 
And now I muſt diſcharge it 
(fabs berſel. 
LucipoRa. 
Angels and Saints! 
(runs to ber. fle. 

This is too much for nature. | 


EuokxioO. 
Now, Belfort! now, 
*T were cruelty to bid thee think of comfort, 
'T ill time and reſignation calm thy ſoul. 


BrLFoRT. 


I have one buſineſs yet in life to do— 
Old as I am, and wretched as thou ſee'ſt me, 


I will not give admiſſion to deſpair, T4 
] 
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Till I revenge on that curs'd traitor's head, 
The murder of my maſter ! *till Bologna 

Once more is free, and faction cruſh'd forever! 
Then, to the winds I give all yain deſires 

Of happineſs, and peace! diſtreſs'd I'll go, 
To the dark, friendly grave, to end my woe. 


N14 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Ix the year 1743, the late Mr. Dodſley publiſt'd 
his collection of old Plays, in twelve volumes, to 
which I was a ſubicriber—Among them I read a 
Tragedy with a ſtrange title, call'd, 4 Woman 
kill'd with kindneſs, in which were ſeveral fine 
ſtrokes of nature, on matrimonial diſtreis, brought 
in by female infidelity - But where the feducer 
brings the wife to conſent, who is happily ſituated 
with a young, fond, accompliſh'd huſband, it is 
hardly poſſible to render her an object of pity, or 
the huſband approved for his exceſſive tenderneſs, 
and forgiveneſs to ſuch a criminal—1 was, there- 
fore, led to invent the following fable; and have 
only borrowed a few lines from the old play, in 
the laſt ſcene, where the huſband's forgivenels, and 
renew'd affection, will, I hope, be thought by the 
reader to be founded on humanity. 
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SCENE, the GARDEN. 


Enter R alone, ¶ diſorder d. 


Cx AN MORE. 


| HAVE left my reſtleſs bed for this refreſhing 
air---Yon bleſſed ſun, that gladdens all the world, 
revives not me! Oh, guilt! guilt! what a tor- 
menting fiend, that muſt for ever tell me I have 
abuſed the virtuous wife of my beſt friend my 
benefaftor —( Harting. Thou god of thunder, 
withhold thy ſpeedy vengeance on à villain! a 
Villin, and a traitor to his fond, believing friend! 
| G 3 Enter 


AT AL ERROR. 


r I. 


SCENE, te GARDEN. 


Enter CRANMORE alane, {diſorder d. 


CRAN MORE. 


HAVE left my reſtleſs bed for this refreſhing 
ar---Yon bleſſed ſun, that gladdens all the world, 
revives not me! Oh, guilt! guilt! what a tor- 
menting fiend, that muſt for ever tell me I have 
abuſed the virtuous wife of my beſt friend! my 
benefator |—(farting. Thou god of thunder, 
withhold thy ſpeedy vengeance on a villain! a 
lan, and a traitor to his fond, believing friend 


G 3 Enter 
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| Enter JULETTA. 

What has brought you abroad thus early, my fl 

my dear aſſociate? how fares your lady? 
JuLETTA. 

Never was night like the paſt—when ſhe ap- 
proach'd her bed-chamber, ſhe gave herſelf up to 
horror and diſtraction That bed, (ſhe cried) 
that curſt, polluted bed, I'll never enter more 
Then Cranmore and Juletta (deteſted names) were 
Joaded with reproaches—Indeed, Mr. Cranmore, 
I'd return that purſe of gold you ſeduced me with, 
and ſome addition to it, to be lafcly out of this 
affair. | 


Cranmore. 
Fear not, my Juletta; my charming engine of 
miſchief—all will be well—l'll viſit her this mo- 


ment. 3 
Jur ETA. 


By no means. I left her repoſed on the couch 
ſleep may allay the ſtorm---when ſhe riſes you 
ſhall have notice, and then all your pane 
2 7 72 muſt be employ'd. 

CRANMORE. 

On the couch, ſay you? What! forſake her 
bed ?---This was a night indeed ! 'tis worth de- 
N 

JureTTaA. 
She wore no conſtant face of forrow---He! 


times 


thoughts varied to all extremes of frenzy---ſome- 


„ 
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times bluſhes ſpread her cheeks ; then, her eye- 
balls glowing red, ſhe raged aloud, *till ſighs and 
tears ſubdued the ſtorm : then her looks appear'd pale 
and wan, with conſcious guilt, and drooping with 
deſpair.— Thus hurried with a tide of paſſions, 
ſhe "ſhifts the melancholly ſcene, but cannot give 
eaſe to her miſery Indeed it is a piteous fight, 
and makes me hate myfelf and you, that was the 
cauſe of ſo much miſchief, 


CRAN MORE. 


Oh, 'twas glorious miſchief! by which I equal 
Jove when he enjoy'd ALCMENA ! 


JuLeTTaA. 

Ay, Sir: but what ſay you you to the ſudden 
return of my maſter? In my Lady's ravings laſt 
night ſhe mention'd the ſpeedy return of Sir 
Charles, © Vengeance (ſhe cried) is at hand-!” 
| fear, upon the diſcovery, he will prove the 
thunderer ! For my ow part, I tremble at the 


conſequence, and feat even your power to appeaſe 
her now. 


CR ANRIoRE. 
Well, my Juletta, we cannot fall alone, ſhe 
muſt fall with us; on that is our dependance: 


But come, my fair engineer, what diſcovery have 


jou made of the affair between Lord Bellgrove and 
my ſiſter? | 


Jul ETTA. 
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Why, that love is the ſubject confeſs'd on both 
ſides ; and that his purſuit is ſpeedy enjoyment, 
Indeed, Mr. Cranmore, Lord Bellgrove is likely | 
to make ſudden repriſals---It cannot be (as lago 
ſays) Wife for Wife, but it will be Sifter for Hiker, 
or I am out in my calculation. 


CRANMORE, 

He will be diſappointed there; Emeline is truly 
chaſte, But however this circumſtance may be of 
ſervice to us at preſent—I ſhall make loud com- 
plaints to Lady Frankford of my ſiſter's danger— 
and the wicked deſigns of her brother, upon a 
virgin under her protection, may be a plauſible 
excuſe for her prefent diſorder. 


JuLETTA. 


Ay, Sir, if you can bring my Lady to make 
excuſes to her huſband on his arrival, J ſhall begin 
to have hopes of ſafety. I ſee your ſiſter in the 
garden, and making this way—I'll to my poſt and 


give you the earlieſt notice. (Exit, - 
| CRANMORE, 9 
This account of Lady Frankford alarms me- ſh 


This ſtorm muſt be appeas'd, or doomſday | 
near What wretches are we when under the in. 
fluence of ungoverned paſſions! Tell me pbil- 
ſephers, you who can controul theſe burning, 


feveriſh 
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ſeveriſn fits of love, by what art you cure the 
blood of this fiery calenture ? 


Enter EMELINE. 


| EMELINE. 
My brother | and difarder'd ! heav'n defend us! 


CRAN MORE. 
by Frankford, ſaid you, ſiſter ? 
EMELINE, 


1 fear the is :—but it was your diſorder that 
then affected me 


| CRANMORE, 
1 have cauſe fear 1 have a cauſe, 


EMELINE, 


Gracie heaven! what has befallen us? Lady 
Frankford has appear'd to me greatly alter'd for 
theſe two or three weeks paſt—but ſince the ar- 
rival of the laſt letters fron: Sir Charles, ſhe has 
given herſelf up to grief, and ſhut even me, her 
farourite, her uſual confidant, from her bed-cham- 
ber——this unaccountable alteration in her Lady- 
ſhip—and your late and preſent ſeeming diſorder, 
has brought me from my bed to know the cauſe ! 


bur, my deareſt brother, you ſay, you have 4 


cauſe! 
ACTS 


CRAN- 


— - . -_Q. - 
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CRANMORE. 
You are the cauſe ! my deareſt ſiſter, 


— 


_ EmELing. 
Am 71? for heaven's ſake explain your ſelf — 


CRANMORE. 


_ Explanation I muſt expect from you, good ſiſter: 
however, not to ſtartle you too far, I muſt tel 
you I have no fault to charge. yau with :—but [ 
muſt deſire to have a clear and full relation of 
Lord Bellgrove's conduct and behaviour to yu 
ſince his firſt arrival. 


EmMELing. 

He is young and gay---but upon all occaſions 
polite, and truly well-bred :---in ſhort I can with 
truth aſſure you, brother, his behaviour to me in 
general, has been ſuitable to bis quality, and m 
character. 


CRAN MORE. 

And ſuitable to your inclination, ſiſter ;---you 
may ſafely add that to the account, I dare ſay 
and from thence ariſes that diſquiet :---you deſcribe 
him as young and gay---We all know that but 
muſt add, that he is handſome and amorous---and, | 
fear, as moſt young travell'd men of quality art, 
devoid of almoſt every principle of virtue, and 
eompleatly profligate. 

EMELINE, 
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EurLixk. 


Indeed, my too ſuſpicious brother I think 
nay I will add, I hope you wrong him. 


CRAN MORE. 


Credulity, ſiſter, has been the bane of your ſex: 
Lord Bellgrove has a very engaging perſon, and a 
politeneſs of addreſs, which is nothing more than 
an agreeable habit acquired by a liberal education, 
but which wears the appearance of ſoftneſs and 
modeſty---theſe are dangerous qualifications to be 
for ever employing their force againſt the yielding 
heart of a virgin: — !] ſay, ſiſter, you muſt be on 
your guard; and prepar'd to reſiſt the tempter 
when he ſhall think proper to make the attack— 
which, you may depend on it, will be ſoon made 
it is therefore the duty of a brother to give you 
this timely caution, 


EMELINE. 


Thanks, good brother—your opinion of Lord 
Bellgrove has not a little alarm'd me—T ſhall be 


obſervant, 
CRANMORE. - 


I ſee him juſt entering the garden think he 
ſaid laſt night, that he ſhou'd riſe early, for ſhoot- 
ing I'll go down this walk, and ſhun him — 


Frairtine, 
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EMELINE. 

You will not leave me ? 

| — CrRanMoORE. 

He has ſeen us, and is coming this way---we 
cannot both avoid him---and I have private buſi- 
nels, (Exit. 

EMELINE. 
Surely, my brother's behaviour is ſomething 


ſtrange! to alarm me with,danger, and then leave 
me expoſed to the enemy Here he comes. 


Enter Lokd BELLGROvE hoſtily. 


LorD BELLGROVE. 


Is it my Emeline ? or ſome angel that has al- 
ſum'd her form to claim more adoration——'tis 
ſhe herſclf | [ :aking her reſpefully by the band] and 
come abroad thus early ro add freſh fragrance to 
theiflowers ! 

EMELINE: 

You are pleas'd to be pleaſant my Lord 

extravagantly poetical. 


Lord BtriiGcrRoOve 


No roſe, nor lily---no hyacinth---are of that 
fwertneſs, whiteneſs, ſoftneſs, as my Emeline. 


5 
0. EMELINE, 
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EMELINE, 


My good Lord---you are on the very top of the 
parnaſſian hill: if you will deſcend into the vale 
of common ſenſe, I ſhall have no exception to con- 
verſe with you. 


LoD BELLGROVE. 


My lovely ſatyriſt however, my fair critic, you 


muſt admit an elevated paſſion, like mine, ſhou'd 
be allowed an elevated ſtile ro convey it. 


EMELINE, 


Your ſtile and manner, my Lord, conveys an 
air of indifference, that I did not expect to be 
treated with. 


Logy BELLGROVE. 
Indifference, Madam? 


EMELINE. 


Leviqy, my Lord, and indifference, are nearly al- 
lied. Indifference I have no right to complain of, 
but I muſt beg your lordſhip not to mention love 
or paſſion to me more, if it muſt be convey'd with 
kvity, becauſe I muſt Jook on ſuch treatment as an 
inſult to my character. 


| Lorp BELLGROvE, , 
| With what a barbarous Engliſb leverity you are 
pleas d to cenſure a little harmleis gallantry Why 
the ladies I have left in Baꝶ and France, would 
have 
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have thought me the worſt bred man in the word, 


if I had addreſs'd them in any other ſtile, and paid 
any adoration but to their beauty. 


| EMELINE, 
My Lord, our mode of education (as yoy 


know) differs greatly from theirs—The frecdoms 


of good breeding, (as you term it) and gallant 
with them, wou'd be eſteem'd downright rudcne; 
with us—And if gallantry is your lor{hip's mo. 
tive, you muſt pardon me if I determine never tg 
be alone with you more, (Ceing. 


Loxp BETIOROVYE, (holding her.) 


For heaven's ſake go not away with frowns upon 


that lovely face! I hope 1 am no intruder, 10 
blaſter of a lady's reputation aſk no ſpecial 
favours—I ſaid harmleſs gallantry, 

EMELINE: 

My Lord, you muſt pardon me] have ſcen ny 
error, and ſhall be wiſer (breaking from hin.) 
Pray give me way. | - (Ext. 

Loxpd BeLLGROvE, 
5 (looking after ber, 

She has ſeen her error Poor Emeline! thit 
pointed at the matrimonial lover. She is really : 
fine girl, and right modeſt; but I have neither 
gravity enough for the huſband, nor wickedne 
for the debauchee ; and though ſhe has treat 
me with rather too much ſeverity, I can't hey ap 


Proving her eonduct. 
Huur kr 


, 
| 
: 
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HuwPHRY craſſing the Stage, and bowing 
| fo Lord BELLGRoOveE. 


O, Mr. Humphry ! came hither; a word with 
you, Sir—you are the man I wanted to ſee alone. 
Why I really think, honeſt Humphry, you look 
better, nay younger, than when I left this place 
three years ago—l wiſh I cou'd ſay ſo much of my 
liter Is there any news of her this morning? 


Humensy. 
I met her woman juſt now, my Lord, and ſhe 
told me my Lady's diſorder, ſhe thinks, en- 
creaſes ;. that ſhe paſs'd a very bad night. 


Lord BELLGROvE. 


Humphry, you have been a very faithful ſer- 
yant, to a very worthy maſter, and do not want 
diſcernment—I think I have obſerved my ſiſter's 
mind to be as much, if not more, diſorder'd than 
her body; know you of any cauſe? Be open | | 
and candid in your reply—you may depend on my | 
honour that nothing ſhall tranſpire from me to 
your diſadvantage. 

HoumMPnry; 

never knew, my Lord, from my long ac- 
quaintance with the world, a couple ſo compleatly 
happy as Sir Charles and Lady Frankford : They 
yere bleſs'd in themſelves, in their beauteous 

| | little 
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little offspring, and a bleſſing to their ſcrvagm 
and neighbours—but ſince that unfortunate hu. 
ſuit which obliged my maſter to go up to Londa. 
a month ago, my Lad: (who was much agziul: 
it) has droop'd and declined in her health and 
ſpirits; it has been the longeſt ſeparation they 
have known, and my Lady's fears for my maſter 
health have brought on theſe diſorders. 
Lord BtLLGROVE, 

But your maſter's laft letter, I hear, N 
not only news of ſucceſs in his law. ſuit, but hi 
ſpeedy return home, and yet my ſiſter's diſorder 
encreaſes- how do you account for that? 

| HoumenRy, 

My Lady's continual fretting I fear, my Lord 

has brought on complaints that may not ſoon be 


— 
Lon BerLGROVE, 


You fer, Humphry, what miſchiefs ariſe from 
overfond wives: you have wiſely eſcaped them 
all, and I fhall be cautious. Pray do me the favour 
to order my ſervants to meet me at the keepers 
lodge in the-park—it is a fine morning for (per 
ing—I will walk thither. . (Exit. 

HumMPHRyY. 

I will, my Lord.—To give my ſuſpicions of ti: 
horrid ſecret in this family, would be neither 
prudent nor ſafe—l fear there will be a fatal diſco 


very at the arrival of my poor maſter. (Ext. 
At. Þ os My Poor SCENE 
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EN E, LADY FRANK TOR D' Apart- 
ment. 


Enter JULETTA. 


JuLETTA, 


My Lady is up, and in ſuch a humour! her 
ſleep, if ſhc had any, has only given her ſtrength 
to vent her fury at me—for my part, I am driven 
to the very extent of my patience, and can bear 
uch treatment no longer have her in my power, 
id can take my revenge, on her, when I pleaſe, = | 
here ſhe comes— 


Enter Lapr FRANK FORD. 


Lavy 1 


Out of my ſight, thou hideous monſter - thou 
perfidious truſt-breaker ! thou betrayer of my in- 
bocence ! 


JoteTTA. 


- [; 


Do not provoke me further, Madam—let me : | 
one—[ ſhall but vex your. Ladyſhip. 


LAby FRANKFORD. 


Bluſh, wretch, bluſh! have you no ſhame 
_ | 


You, II. H JuLETTA 
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JuLETTA. 


Bluſh ! for what, Madam? —I knew Mr. Cran. 
more's violent paſſion, and your Ladyſkip's coy. 
neſs, wanted an aſſiſting friend; and did I not 
convey your lover to his bliſs, to all his foul held 
dear ? 


Lapy FRANKFORD. 


This impudence to my face—leave me—ayoid 
my fight—what do I ſuffer, for being ſo weak not 
to alarm the houſe, the world ! at my firſt injury? 
fool, fool—then to be frighten'd with the loſs of 
my honor, and by that inſinuating villain ſooth'd 
to ſilence yet rather than to be thus threaten'd— 
periſh both life and honor devil! thus I dare thy 
worſt—proclaim all thou know'ſt, or thy worlt 
malice can invent, and to thy utmoſt blaſt me— 


Enter CRANMORE. 


CRANMORE. 


Amazement! a voice fo loud, and in your 
Ladyſhip's ſick chamber, made me an intruder! 
what can be the cauſe ? | 


Lapy FRANKFORD. 


Aſk your own baſe heart—and that wicked en 


gine of your villainy—who has dared to ruin * 
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und now upbraids me with it—bur Sir Charles is 
coming, I ſhall have ample vengeance--- 
JuLETTA. 
Four Ladyſhip muſt ſuffer with us 
(Lady Frankford falls on the conch in tears 


and diſtraction) 
CRANMoRxE. 
How's this, Juletta? begone inſtantly leave 
the room no reply begone [ Exit Juletia. 


(addreſſing Lady Frankford) I am ſorry Madam 


heartily grieved for this accident :—theſe low-bred 
people, when they are truſted with a ſecret, are 
too apt to be unmannerly—but reſt aſſured, dear 
Lady Frankford, ſhe ſhall trouble you no more ; 
Tu make her hearrily repent of her rude beha- 
viour, and bring her on her knees, for this inſolence, 
—believe me, Madam— he ſhall offend no more. 


LApy FrankrorD. 


O Sir—ſhe, and you, and every thing offends 
me now—away, away, I'll hear no more I am 
loſt for ever I have a noble huſband—your 
fnena your much-lov'd, valued friend! can you 


bear that ſound? O moſt ungrateful Cranmore ! 


remember, when firſt you dared to avow your 
guilty paſion—I made you ſhudder at your baſeneſs 
your ingratitude ſnock'd you—and to obtain ry 


H 2 pardon 
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pardon, ſolemnly ſwore you were ſincerely peni- 


tent. 
CRAN MORE. 


Dear Lady Frankford be _— --and 
ſave your honor | 
Lapy FRAanKFoRD. 


My honor! thou haſt murder'd it !\=—]1 was 
born of noble parents; had a noble name; all 
thou haſt murder'd: look, perjur'd man, on her 
whom you have ruin'd! 

CRANMORE. 


Curſe the firſt cauſe ! the witcheraſt that ſeduced 


me! curſe. thoſe bright eyes, and all that heaven 
of beauty, that baffled all weak reaſon could ad- 
vance - but leave theſe lamentations, theſe upbraid- 
ings—-think of your ſafety- ſuppoſe we have 
erred——yet the blackeſt may be waſhed white 


again. 


Lapy FRAxRKTrORD. 


Never. 


Cs ANMORE. 


Are we not mortals ? allied to all infirmities? 


the beſt may deviate from the thorny paths of vir- 
tue] muſt we be loſt? is there not an effectual 


medicine call'd Repentance—and a ſovereign bal- 
ſam for the wound, call'd Mercy? 


LAby 
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Lapy FRANKFORD. 


Not for us! O we have ſinn'd beyond it! in- 
gratitude ! the worlt of crimes. / 


CRANMORE, 


Speak that no more—your words are daggers 
to me! we are then loſt for ever—lI deſire to pe- 
riſh—I have ſinn'd beyond redemption ! I do con- 
fels it—go tell your huſband, I have injured my 
friend! the beſt of men—a worthy gentleman — 
he muſt kill me !—ſhame, death, reproach! for 
your dear ſake I have encounter'd all theſe perils, 
and had I not involved your matchleſs worth in 
the ſame fate with me, I could die content. 


LAby FRANKFORD. 


O, Sir, women, like me, not quite bereft of mo- 


deſty, have their crimes written in their faces! I 
need not tell it—my injur'd huſband will read it 
there---you move me to pity you: with what con- 
tradictions am I tortur'd ?---the love I bear my 
huſband is as precious as my ſoul's health! how 
then can I ſay I pity you? ( eeps. 


CRANMORE. 


Come, dry thoſe tears---for every drop you 
ſhed, draws from my heart a drop of blood ! dear 
Lady---not only pity, but forgive me---let us live 
a lite of mutual penitence—come, baniſh from 

H 3 that 
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that lovely brow all looks of ſorrow—reſume your 
wonted cheerfulneſs to meet Sir Charles—and all 


: — 


Lavpy Fravxror. 


Were it poſſible, I would do rk to ſave him 
from affliction — he ſhou'd be happy 


CRANMORE. 


His happineſs or miſery depends on you alone 
think well on that !—your little blooming infants, 
think on them ! all, all depend on your behaviour 


at this approaching criſis! all theſe innocents 


muſt be involved in the general ruin, if, by your 
miſtaken conduct, you make the leaſt diſcovery. 


LAby FRANKFORD, 
Well, diſſimulation is a hard taſk—but for 
their dear ſakes, I wou'd do much : I have for- 


feited my own happineſs, but will do every thing 
in my power to preſerve theirs. 


Cranmort. 


Wiſely reſolved. And now permit me, my 
dear Lady Frankford, to point out another object 


of your care and protection, my poor ſiſter Ene- 


line !—you ſee, Madam, the wanton God of Love 
is never idle !—our brother, Lord Bellgrove, 


made ſo open, and ſo warm an attack in the orange 
grove. this morning 2, that poor Emeline eſcaped 


from 
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from him with ſome difficulty, and is detefiiined”” y 


never to be alone with him more: but ſince 1 


have reaſon to fear his Lordſhip's agreeable perſun 


and accompliſhments have made ſome impreſſion 
in his favor, I really think, notwithſtanding my 
ſiſter's good reſolutions, without your kind inter- 
poſition, there may be danger, 
| LADby FRANKFORD. 

Gracious heaven! this is a new afflition—where 

is Emeline ? 
CRANMORE, 

I know ſhe is in readineſs to wait on you—Pll 

ſend fox hex—Q—here ſhe is, 


Enter EMELINE. 


EMELINE, 


| Treoice to ſee your Ladyſhip ſo much compos'd 
—jou look much better than when we parted yeſ- 
terday—it gives me great pleaſure. 


LApy FRANKFORD. 


I am much indebted to the tenderneſs and affec- 
ton of my dear girl but I am griev'd to hear my 
wild brother has offended you---pray, my dear, keep 
out of his way—thoſe gay young fellows are triflers, 
Jou muſt not believe one word they ſay ; and when 

they 


. 
8 
i 


. «4 1 


| - they pretend to be grave, and in earneſt, they are 
5 den moſt dangerous. 


Charles, at his return, ſhall know it—who will 
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| | EMELINE. 
I thank you, Madam, far your good advice, 
which I ſhall carefully obſerve—but there's no dan- 
ger—my Lord Bellgrove is, I fear, a trifler—but I 
am ſeldom in a humour to be trifled with, 


Lavy F RANKFORD, 


I hope he could not ſo far forget himſelf, as to 
offer the leaſt degree of rudeneſs to a young lady 
of your appearance and character! if he did, Sir 


not only protect you, but reſent it properly. 


EMELINE. 


His Lordſhip is too well bred, Madam, to offer 
rudeneſs to any one; and the only concern I am 
under, is, leaſt my Lord, or your Ladyſhip ſhou'd 
think ſome indiſcretion in my conduct, or levi 
in my behaviour, has grven him encoutagement 
to treat me with too great freedom. 


Lady FRANKTORp. 
'Your conduct, my dear, is, I am ſure, at all 


times unblameable—would to heaven we could all 
* ol (going: 


ue 
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Enter Humeury, 


U (Preſenting @ Letter 40 Lady Frankford.) 


; HumPary. | 
This letter for your Ladyſhip came enclos'd in 
one to me, from my dear maſter—who is in 


health, and will be here to dinner. ( Exit. 
(Lady Frankford lays the leiter — 
on the table, ) 
EMELINE. 


Bleſt news! how I rejoice to think. your 
Ladyſhip's fears are at an end---and, I hope, every 
diſorder that has afflicted you. 
| CRANMORE, | 

Amen, to that good hope. But, ſiſter, I preſume 
at this juncture, Lady Frankford may have buſineſs 
and wou'd chuſe to be alone. ( Afide to Lady Frank- 


ford) J will ſee Juletta, Madam, and ſettle that 
| affair to your ſatisfaction 


( Exit Cranmore and Emeline. 


Lapy FRANKFORD. 
( Looking at the letter lying on the table.) 
What delight, eyen in the ſhorteſt abſence, has 
a letter from that dear hand given me? and now 
how I tremble at the fight of it! what horror 
ſeizes 
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ſeizes me at the thoughts of breaking that ſeal | O 
_ guilt, guilt! what a dreadful apparition! every 
fond word that uſed to cheer my heart, will now 
be dagpers to it but I have deſerved to ſuffer— 

( breaking open the letter.) let them pierce me. 
| (Reads trembling.) 

% DEAREST, BEST BELOV'D, 

This envious poſt will out-run me- 
<« follow with a lover's haſte, to the arms 

« of my adorable wife. —— EF. 
( dropping the letter.) 
Deſtruction has envelop'd me !—where can I hide 
me from him ? this houſe will ſhake to ſhelter me! 


O undone, undone for ever. 
| (Run: off in diſtraction. 


— 


End of the FixsT Acr. 
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* 


WS TE 


SCENE, the HALL. 


Enter HUMPHRY. 


HumMPURY. 


Tas houſe is in ſtrange confuſion ! juſt 
pow Mr, Cranmore and Juletta came from my 
Lady's apartment, Juletta in tears What a re- 
ception will my poor maſter meet with, who is 
every moment expected — Here, John! Anthony! 
Where are you, varlets? (Enter tuo Servants.) 
Be ready, lads ; keep a look out in the avenue, 
and give me notice when Sir Charles is in ſight. 
(they go out.) I am full of horrid ſuſpicions of 
that wicked couple—If I, who am innocent, 
can't help trembling, what muſt the guilty do? 


Euter 


* 0 
— — ö.  — — — 
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Enter one of the FOOTMEN, running. 


Foor Max. 
My maſter's poſt-chaiſe is juſt entering the 


gates, 
Enter SiR CHARLES, haſtily. 


SiR CHARLES, 
How fares it, Humphry ? where's your miſtreſ? 
| __ Hvunteany. T 
In her chamber, Sir, and I fear me indiſposd. 
Lord Bellgrove is arrived, Sir, from his travels, 
and has been here theſe three days. 


S CHARLES. 
My brother ! that's good news. (Exit, 


Enter Servants bringing in trunks, &c. 


HumPenRy. 
Well, honeſt Richard, how does London lock? 


RIcHAR D. 

Look, Maſter Humphry, why 'tis not the 
ſame place you and I ſaw it three years ago, when 
our maſter was married there Why you would 
think there was an end of trade—why all the 
fine ſigns are taken away, and the ſtreets are all 
made fit to ride races on Ecod, they are all gen- 
tlefolks I think now-a-days in London; why al- 


moſt every one keeps coaches and chariots — 
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If I had ſtaid a little longer among the fine 
weaches, in my conſcience I believe I ſhou'd have 
made my fortune, 
| HumPHRy. 


Or marr'd it, Richard—But if you are return'd 
ſafe and ſound, bleſs your good ſtars, and get 
yourſelf clean for dinner, (Exit Servants, 


Enter Lox D BELLGROVvE, 


Lorp BrLLGROVE. 
Humphry, is Sir Charles arrived ? 
HuMPHRY. _ 
Yes, my Lord. | 
Lord BeLLGROVE.) 
And in good health, I hope? 
Humenny: 
He looks very well, my Lord—he hardly ftaid 
a moment with me, but flew up to my Lady, | 
| Lord BELLGROVE. 
Well, I'll to my chamber, change my dreſs,. 
and wait on him, | 


Ger bafi, Humphry following, 


SCENE 
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SCENE, 4 PARLOUR. 
Enter CRANMORE, followed by EMEL1Ne, 


EMELINE. 


I! am heartily reoiced to hear Sir Charles is ar- 
| rived in good health and ſpirits I hope we ſhall 
all now recover our uſual cheerfulneſs, for Lady 
Frankford's ſtrange, unaccountable diſorder of 
late has made us all very unhappy. (Looking at 
Cranmore.) You look — v, brother, on 
this joyful occaſion. 


CRANMORE, 
Did you not obſerve that impertinent puppy, 
Lord Bellgrove, how he ruſh'd by us? Does he 
think his freedoms with you, are toentitle him to 
take unmannerly freedoms with me? 


EMELINE, 

Dear brother, no more of this—T have told you 

Lord Bellgrove's freedoms with me are at an end; 

and there is no reaſon to doubt but he will (for 

his own ſake} behave, at all times, like a gen- 
tleman. | 2 

CRAN MORE. 

Very well; 1 ſee you retain your good opinion 

_ of him but I ſhall watch him carefully, * if 

I ſee occaſion, teach him manners, 


EMELINE. 
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EMELINE, 


Well, brother, be careful to wait for the oc- 
caſion. | 


Enter Sik CHARLES. 


(He runs and ſalutes Emeline. ) 


Sik CHARLES. 

My dear Emeline! (turning to Cranmore) 
Cranmore, my valued friend! (embracing bim) 
had I been ſo happy to have found Lady Frank- 
- ford in health, how bleſt ſhou'd I be in thus em- 
bracing my friends! but, alas! my interview 
with her has ſhock'd me almoſt to death! ſhe 
fainted in my armis— ! calPd her maid to her, but 
ſhe aſks earneftly for Emeline to help her—Run 
to her, my dear Emeline (She runs off.) This was 
the ſevereſt blow that fate cou'd give me! My 
dear Cranmore, to what can it be owing ? Know 
you of any caule ? (Cranmore looks confuſed.) In 
all her letters of late ſhe complain'd of lowneſs 
of ſpirits, and dejection, but nothing more. 

CRANMORE, 


That was her tenderneſs to you, SL 
Frankford has been extremely ill but her fear of 
affliting you with the account, I preſume, made 
her ſilent, 


SIR 
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| SIR Otanuns, 
= „ 
k CRANMORE, 
I propos'd it but ſhe forbid it. 
Six CHARLES, 
That's ſtrange! did not you think ſo? You 
muſt think ſo, unleſs you knew a cauſe. 
Sh (Cranmore looks greatly confuſed, 
| CRANMORE,. 
| Why, Sir, I muſt own, but with reluctance, | 
EV «"collevinet calf char bite wor "OR 


a greatly, | ( 


| Sm CHARLES. © 
Dear Cranmore, tell me inſtantly, 


CRANMORE. 0 
Mike; $i; the fone of your in heath (which 7 
your lady ſettled would be the certain conſequence 15 


23 of your ill ſucceſs in your law-ſuit) was the be- 
. ginning of her diſorders and an accident that 
very lately happen'd, has, I fear, completed 
it: The conduct of her brother, Lord Bellgrove, 2. 
to my ſiſter Emeline, whom he fixed on, and 
ſettled as a prey to his looſe defires. You will 
conclude, Sir Charles, that nothing but my great 
regard for you, and your family, could keep me 
quiet, on ſuch a provoking occaſion ; but when I 


conſiderd whoſe brother he was, and whoſe houle 
I was 


: 
4 . 
0 
© © 
: 
y 


* 


' 
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| was in, I ſtifled my reſentment, and left the 
affair entirely to Lady Frankford. 
| Six CHARLES. 

I am extremely ſorry to hear this on every ac- 
count — But, Cranmore, you have acted like a 
ſenſible, well deſerving friend, and I am highly 
oblig d to you for it: reſt aſſured I ſhall reſent it 
properly ; injured virtue ſhall never want pro- 
teftion in my houſe. This young Lord ſhall not 
only regulate his behaviour, but repent what he 
has done, or depart dire&ly—No ties of blood 


ſhall influence me when virtue and honour are 


concern'd, 
CRANMORE. 

Your adherence, Sir Charles, to the principles 
of ſtriſt juſtice and honour, is unqueſtion'd—I 
thank you, Sir, for this freſh inſtance of your 
friendſhip, and will haſten to make my ſiſter 
happy. 4» (Exit. 

SIX CHARLES. 

What inſolent liberties theſe young men of 
quality indulge themſelves in ! as if title and for- 
tune gave them privilege to inſult all they think 
beneath them. but as ſuch noble profligates are 
generally born fools, they are, of courſe, ſtrangers 
do the happy laws of their country, by which the 
kidjefts of England are protected in their perſons 
ud property] What a glorious conſtitution | = 

You. I, I Enter 


_ 
| 
| | 
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Enter LoxD BELLGROve, running to embrace 
SIR CHARLES. 


. Lorp BzLLGrOvE. 


My dear Sir Charles | I give you joy of your 
ſucceſs, and ſafe arrival. 


SIR CHARLES, 
(embracing him coldy, 
I thank you, my Lord; and hope to have an 
opportunity of congratulating you, in return, on 
your ſucceſs from your travels but of that I am 
yet to learn. 
Lord BErIOROVx. 


I have ſcen the world, Sir and, I hope, among 
all my foibles, that vanity will be the leaſt con- 
ipicious—Bur, my dear brother, you ſeem a 
much alter'd in your perſon, and manner, as my 
ſiſter When I left you both, it was the honey- 
moon indeed; who ſo gay, fo happy as Sir Charles 
and Lady Frankford ? and, at my return, in three 
ſhort years, who ſo alter'd?—Is it the effect of 
matrimony? if it is, I ſhall learn to avoid 4 
fituation ſo very mortifying. 

SIR CHARLES. 


* 


When we are at the ſummit of happineſs, the Si 
alteration muſt be for the worſe—But pray, * 


Lord, ſince you learn me to be quick-ſighicc. 
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me leave to obſerve, that you went abroad a 
young man, among many good qualities, very 
remarkable for your modeſty—I hope you have 
not exchang'd that for any foreign accompliſh» 
ment? 


Loxp BEricRoOvVE.) 


Your obſervation, Sw Charles, does not can- 
vey an air of over-much civility. Pray, Sir, have 


I given any cauſe for bringing my want of mo- 
deſty in queſtion ? 


Sin CuARLES. 


Why, to confeſs the truth, my Lord, I am 
told you have—and that not only your modeſty, 
but your morals are brought in queſtion.—I am 
knſible of the great allowance that ſhou'd be 
given to the levity of youth; but where an attack 
s made upon a young lady of unqueſtion'd virtue 
and merit, the inſult is not only ſhameful, but, 
from a man of quality and breeding, almoſt un- 
pardonable :—This charge is brought againſt your 
Lordſhip, and 1 am ſorry to add, has been no 
mall affliction to your ſiſter. 


LorD BELLCROVE. 
Sir, I hope I ſhall be as ready at all times to 
m1 anſwer any charge, and to ſupport my condutt, 


] am at this moment this ſevere attack is as 
uſt as unexpected. I muſt own, by way of 


I 2 amuſe- 
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amuſement only, I have taken ſome harmleſs free. 
doms with a young Lady I found in this family, 
Pray, Sir Charles, what can be the ſubject, when 
a young fellow and an engaging young Lady are 
left alone, which was often the caſe, but love! 
was not that, not only your opinion, but your 
practice in your younger days ?—I muſt here, Sir, 
beg leave to diſclaim all intentions of miſchief, 
and che leaſt attempt, or deſire, to exceed the 
bounds of modeſty; I only meant, by a little 
harmleſs gallantry, to give the Lady a fair op- 
portunity to ſhew her virtuous diſpoſition, which 
gave me pleaſure, and not pain from any difap- 
pointment I met with. But, pray, Sir Charles, 

I think I have a right to know my accuſer ?!— 
To bring ſo heavy a charge before you the mo- 
ment of your arrival, is ſomewhat alarming | 
You have ſeen your wife, and, I ſuppoſe, Mr. 
Cranmore and his ſiſter ? 


Sik CHARLES. 
l have ſeen them all. 
| Lord BELLGROVE. 
Sir, was the fair Emeline the-complainant? 
SIR CHARLES. 
I have not talk'd with her on the ſubject. 
Loxp BELLGROVE. 


Then, Sir Charles, I muſt beg leave to inff 
knowing the perſon; if it had been the yours 


Lady 
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Lady, it would have been ſo notorious that I 
ſhou'd have took it as a ſignal to purſue her- but, 
on my honour, I think Miſs Emeline truly vir- 
tuous, ſenſible, and accompliſh'd.---If my ſiſter 
was the informer, ſhe muſt have been groſly 
abuſed· but if it was Mr. Cranmore, he muſt be 
either an abſurd fool, or a villain---reſt aſſured, 
Sir Charles, I am determin'd to be ſatisfied, and 
to juſtify my character. 
Sik CHARLES, (confuſcd.) 

Well, my Lord, it is but fitting, no doubt, 
every man of honour ſhou'd juſtify his character: 
But you young men are apt to be too warm in 
your proceedings---I beg your Lordſhip will leave 
the conduct of this enquiry. to me---you ſktall 
have juſtice done you---and nothing would give 
me greater pleaſure then to ſee my dear brother 
acquit himſelf with honour. Perhaps a day or 


two may explain matters I beg you will leave it 
to me, my Lord. 


Lok BELLGROVE, 


When Sir Charles Frankford wears his former 
friendly face, I can deny him nothing. 


Sin CHARLES, 


My dear Lord, (embracing him.) pardon me 
fear I was to blame---but the ſhock I received at 
the interview with your ſiſter, who fainted in my 
arms, 


- 
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arms, and this report, which was hinted as adding 
td her diſorders, made me very unfit for a mee. 
ing with my dear Lord Bellgrove after ſo | lang 
an abſence. 


Lorp BEILCROVE. 
Well, Sir Charles, I ſubmit this affair to you; 
but, believe me, there is ſomething ſtrange and 
myſtical in it, which muſt be explain'd---as to my 
ſiſter, I found her the moſt alter'd woman both in 
perſon and mind, I ever knew; that cheerfulneſs 
and natural eaſe. and good humour, which fo 
charmingly diſtinguiſh'd her, all chang'd to me. 
lancholly, diſcontent, and love of ſolitude: But 
I have not paid her my uſual daily viſir. 


Si CranLEs, 


(pulling out his watch. 


Sir, *tis three o'clock---you muſt defer ſeeing 
her *cill after dinner, which I ſee now carrying in, 
Pray make my apology to the company, for | 
dine above with Lady Frankford---but let me beg 
you, my Lord, not to mention the leaſt word of 
what has paſs d between us to your ſiſter, nor to 
the parties you are going to, at leaſt not with rs 
ſentment; that wou'd fruſtrate the deſign | have 
in view---leave the conduct of it to me, I beg, 
my Lord. 


SIR 
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Lonp BEIICROVE. 

Sir Charles, in this, as in every action of my 

life, I ſhall eſteem it my happineſs to be directed 
by you. 

Si CHARLEs. 

My Lord, you do me honour. (Exit Lord Bel.) 

( pauſing.) What an accompliſh'd youth]! how im- 

provid! bow ſenſible has been his conduct, and 


remarks, which throws me into the greateſt per- 
plexity! Who waits there? 


Enter a Servant. 


Send Humphry hither. (Exit Servant.) As Lord 
Bellgrove very juſtly obſerved, there is ſomething 
ſtrangely myſtical in this affair which wants ex- 
plaining : (muy/ing.) And his remark that he found 
my wite greatly alter'd at his arrival, plainly ſhews 
there was a more ſevere firſt cauſc. 


Enter HUMPHRY. 


Humphry, has there any thing macerial happen'd 
in your affairs, during my abſence ? 


40 HumePkRy., 

Nothing, Sir: my accounts are ready to be laid before 

your Honour whenever you pleaic to receive them. 
SIR CHARLES. 

I have had long experience of your integrity, 

and doubt not the rectitude of your accounts--- 

but 


— — 


— 


— — 2 R —— — 


— 
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but I am ſorry to find the health and quiet of my 
family ſo much diſturb'd, during my abſence l 
Thoſe, honeſt Humphry, I am afraid, were not 
under your care When I went hence, this was the 

ſeat of health and cheerfulneſs---and in one month 
thoſe valuable bleſſings are exchang'd for ſickneſs 
and complainings ! I meet no face in my houſe 
but ſeems infected with ſorrow ! know you of any 
accident that could have occafion'd it ? | 


Humenszy. 


My Lady's fears for you---and your long ab- 
ſence, Sir---but your happy return will, I hope, 
ſoon reſtore health and peace again, 


Si CHARLES, 


I hope ſo too---Humphry, I ſhall dine above | 


with my wife---give the butler notice of this, 

(Exit Humpbry. 
When we are alone I may be able to make ſome 
calm enquiries, that may give light into this affair 
of Lord Bellgrove---but the fear I am under of the 
return of thoſe fainting fits diſtract me] ( paufng 
and breaking into rapture.) When 1” left my wife, 
beauty was her leaſt endowment ! duty and chaſte 
deſires compos'd ſuch an harmony of ſweetneſs, as 
made me truly bleſt l- good Heaven reſtore me 
to that enyied ſituation ! (Exit, 


F mae 


— 
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SCENE, the Dining Parkour. 


Lon BELLGROVvE, Mr, CRAnMoRe, and 
EMILINE diſcover d at a table, with bottles 
glaſſes and fruit. Servants going out with 
things, as dinner ts juſt over. 


EmMELInE, (riing.) 

As Lady Frankford made me promiſe to come 
to her as ſoon as dinner was over, no other apo- 
logy is neceſſary for taking my leave. [ Exit. 

Lord BELLGROVE. 

Come, Mr. Cranmore, give me your toaſt—the 

firſt woman 1n the county. 


CrRAnMoORE. 


My Lord, then I muſt give you Lady Frank- 
ford. 


Lord BeLLGROVE, 

I thank you, Sir. I once thought her fo 
myſelf but the cares of matrimony have 
ſtrangely alter'd her Here's to the recovery of 
her health (bey drink.) And now, Sir, ſince 
you have done ſo much honor to my ſiſter 
you muſt fill a bumper to my toaſt, which 1 
can give with more juſtice as to youth and beau- 
) Sir, here's the very agreeable Miſs Eme- 
line— 
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line (tbey drink.) I was very much concern'd to 
hear from Sir Charles Frankford, that my beha- 
viour to that young lady ſhould be ſo groſly miſ. 
repreſented ;---if Miſs Emeline had taken the leaf 
umbrage at any inadvertehcy of mine, I am ſure 
I ſhould readily have afked her pardon ; if ſhe had 
not (as I am ſure I never intentionally gave her 
cauſe) what muſt I ſay of the reporter of ſo much 
malice ?---If a female, ſhe was invidious; if a man, 
he muſt be a finner himlglt of the firſt magnitude 
for furely a heedleſs young fellow may behave 
with too much levity, without the leaft intention 
of villainy ; for an attempt to ſeduce, and inſult a 
virtuous young lady, can deſerve no other name. 
CRANMORE. (ſmiling contemptuouſy.) 

My Lord, young men are too often deceived in 
their intentions---nay, even innocent familiarities 
are ſometimes attended with dangerous conſe- 
quences, and ſhou'd be prevented by every one ac- 
quainted with the failings of human nature; 
own, my Lord, I fpeak with the experience of a 
ſinner, though not of the firſt ragnitude---and 
fince your Lordſhip has introduced the ſubject, 
mult beg leave to tell you, that-your behaviour to 
my ſiſter this morning in the garden, was ſomething 
too free for your ſhort acquaintance !---and, admit- 
ting your Lordſhip to be without villainous inten- 
tions---I am ſorry to obſerve, you were alſo without 


that 
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' that politeneſs which is due to Emeline's birth and 
education. 


 Logy BeLLorove. ( ſmiling.) 

Sir, I ſhou'd be glad to have the honour to be 
your pupil, ſince you are ſo good a judge of po- 
liteneſs, and ſo experienc'd in love affairs---how- 
ever, after begging the young lady's pardon, I 
ſhall be careful to tranſgreſs no more: for I 
freely acknowledge Miſs Emeline deſerves all the 
reſpe&t due to virtue and beauty.---But, Sir, ſince 
you have this boaſted experience, you muſt admit 
that my ſituation here, at my time of life, muſt be 
a little unpleaſant, if I muſt be deprived of every 
female to paſs a lively hour with :---and, as I 
confeſs, I have no thoughts of matrimony, my 
liſters waiting maid, the ſmart Juletta, ſhould 
have been my choice, if I had not found her un- 
luckily * 


CRANMORE, = 
Juletta engag'd, my Lord ? 


ELorD BEL LoroOvVE, 


And, if I have any diſcernment, to the zxpe- 
rienc'd Mr. Cranmore ! 


CRANMORE, (confus d.) 


Juletta engag d to me! I muſt deny it indeed, 
my Lord and do here declare your Lordſhip has 


_ 
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my free conſent to make your attack whenever you 
pleaſe--- 


Lob BeLLicrove. 
1; am glad to hear it---and accepr your offer... 


Enter HUMPHRY. 


Hvumenry. 


Sir Charles ſends his compliments to your Lord. 
ſhip, and Mr. Cranmore, and deſires your com- 


pany. 
Lord BELLGROVE. 

Good Humphry, return my compliments---l 
am going to my chamber to write lecters for this 
poſt---when I have done, I will wait on them. 


( Exit, 

CRANMORE. 
My compliments, Mr. Humphry, I will watt 
on them directly. (Exit Humphry. 


That pert young Lord is gone away barely civil 
I don't like this laſt motion ] muſt ſee Juletta 
inſtantly, and tell her of his intentions, which J 
have too much reaſon to fear will not be dilagree- 
able to her; and from thence dangers may ariſe ! 
for this prevailing, diſcerning young Lord may 
work her to a diſcovery--I muſt tee her directiy 
and take proper meaſures. | 
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Enter JULETTA ſoftly, looking about. 


JuLETTA. 


Sir, Sir, I have been watching for an opportu- 
nity of ſeeing you alone, to inform you of my 


fears. 
CRrRANMORE, 
Well——what are they ? 


Jour ETA. 


Why, Sir, Mr. Humphry met me alone, and 


dropp'd hints of the miſchief he fear'd I had been 
engag'd in during the abſence of Sir Charies—T 
fear he knows what has happen'd; if ſo, we are 
undone——and indeed, Sir, by my Lady's beha- 
viour at her meeting Sir Charles, I fear we are in- 
evitably ruined! 


CRANMORE, 


Well and I can tell you of another eminent 


danger, likely to ariſe from yourſelf, 
JuLeTTA. (crying.) 
Lord, Sir, you fright me. 


CRANMORE, 


Lord Bellgrove has fixed his choice on you; 
and determined juſt now to toy away an hour with 


" 


you 
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you, as he calls it—but mark me, Juletta ; I warn 
you againſt an intrigue there! eſpecially as our 
affairs are circumſtanc'd—depend on it you meer 
inſtant death from my hand, if I find you inclining 
to yield to him! I know my life is forfeited on a 
+ diſcovery ! but if I find you in the leaſt acceſſary, 
you ſhall die before me. 


JoLeETTa. (crying and trembling.) 
Lord, Sir, you frighten me to death ! I will do 
every thing as you direct me! 


Cranmons. 


Well, very well—come Juletta, recover your 
ſpirits—be but obſervant to my directions, and all 
may yet be ſafe: -I hope ſome interval will happen 
before night to give me an interview alone with 
Lady Frankford, whem I doubt not to prevail on 
her to recover her peace of mind, and then all our 
fears will ſubſide—begone—watch for that bleſt 
opportunity, and give me notice, | Exit Juleita. 
( Cranmore thoughtful.) I am apt to think my fate 
draws near a eriſis | and that life or death depend 
on the caſt of the dye !—(panfing.) Men fay, Gold 
does all! engages all—works through all dangers! 
now I ſay, Beauty can do more !—the King's Ex- 
chequer cou'd not draw me through half the dan- 
gers, the irreſiſtible charms of this woman have 
made me leap into ! (Ext. 


End of the SECOND ACT. 
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s EN E, An Anti-chamber, in Lavy 
FRANKFORD'S Apartment. 


Enter Six CHaRLes, leading in LADY 
FRANKPORD, folfowed by EMILINE. 


Stn CHARLES 


— my dear, I think this is the pleaſanter 
room, ( ſeatiug Lady Frankford.) Come, my love, en- 
deavour to rocover your former cheerfulneſs; ſince 
L have had the good fortune to return not only in 
health, but ſucceſsful, crown that ſucceſs with all 
I want on earth to compleat my happineſs your 
miles !If I can't be your phyſician, I will im- 
mediately fend out for aid, and remain unbleſt till 

health is reſtored to you. 


Lavy 
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Lapy FRANKFORD. 


Indeed, Sir Charles, your lov'd preſence has 


greatly relieved me. 


Enter CRAnMORE, bowing reſpeftfully t. 


Lapy FRANKFORD, who appears confus d. 


Sis CHARLES. 


Cranmore, I muſt call you to account, Sir! ! 
left you here Maitre de Hotel, and you have ſuf. 
fered Lady Frankford to looſe all her health and 
ſpirits ia my abſence. 


CRANMORE. 

If Lady Frankford was not the ſufferer, Sir 
Charles, I could bear the reproach with great 
tranquillity. 

Stix CHARLES. 


Ay, fo ſays your ſiſter Emeline—ſhe can bear 


my raillery with great tranquillity too---though ſhe 
owns it was not the rudeneſs of Lord Bellgrove's 
addreſs, but the powerful effect it had on her, that 
made her fly for protection, from ſo charming an 
invader. 
7 EmsLing. 

Nay now, Sir Charles, how can you be ſo 
provoking? 


S 
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Six CHARLES. 

Indeed, my dear Emeline, I have talk'd with 
his Lordſhip on this ſubject ; and by the diſpoli- 
tion I found him i in, and the reſpectful ſentiments 
he expreſs d of you, I think it will be your own 
fault, if you don't, like a ſkilful jocky, break him 
of his wild flights, and make him go quiet in the 
rrammels of matrimony, = 

; ExELINE. 


Indeed, Sir C Charles, the difficulty of that taſk, 
u well as the honour, would be too great for me. 


* HUMPHRY, 


1 


dir John Woadfield is below to wait on your 
hanor-whe ſays, he has juſt now received letters, 
the contents of which he muſt communicate 
io you, 


| Sin CHARLES: 


I am extremely ſorry for this accident muſt 
wait on Sir John, but will diſpatch him as ſoon as 
poſſible. (Exit with Humpbry. 


. CRAnMORE. 


Come, my dane Lady Frankford, you. ſee the 
happy diſpoſition of mind, and gaiety of temper 
IL Charles js bleſt with, which I hope will inſpire 
Vor. II. Wis 4 you 
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you with a deſire to do your beſt to ſupport it, 

- ( takes ber by the hand.) You look pale! how do 

you, madam ? . Shows | 
Lapy FrankroRD. 


O ſick, ſick, ſicx pray give me air. (fe 
Niſes.) Let me entreat you to withdraw, and leave 
me alone -I have a ſevere pain in my head.-iet 
me compoſe myſelf in this ſhort abſence of Sit 
Charles a little reſt may relieve me. 


EMELINE. 


Pray heaven it may. 


 _ Cranmort. (Aide) 
This may be the fortunate junture---I'll find 
Juletta. (Exit Emeline and Cranmort. 


LApy FRANKFORD. 


Said I my head? O *tis my heart there's the 
incurable wound When I but think of my dear 
huſband's love---his exceſſive fondneſs ! how can 
T think of murdering him with a confeſſion of my 
wrongs ? that ſtrikes a terror, like the lightning 
flaſh, that ſcorches up my blood !—yet, can | 
bring pollution to his bed?—O fie, fie, that 
impoſſible !—O happy wives ! you who have kept 
your matrimonial vow unſtain' di make me you! 

ſad example. O beware ! beware! beware} 


r= 


(Ei 
SCENE 


on 
be 
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SCENE, Lord BeiLGRove's Chamber. 


Lon Bet.t.cROVE diſcover'd at à table, ſeat- 
ing bis Letters. 


Enter Jul Ex TTA foftly with fear 3 terror. 


JureTTaA, (in a trembling tone.) 
My Lord 
Logy BeLLorxove, 
(Harting, runs to ber and catches ber by the band) 
nl * Juletta 
JoizTTA. (Falling on bor knee. ) 
My Lord, I beg your protection. 


Lord BELLGROVE., 

You ſurprize me, Juletra ! protect you] depend 
on it I will protect you with my life! but tell me, 
where's the danger ? | 

Jul ETA. 


From Mr. Cranmore ! he has threaten'd to kill | 


a , my Lord, I deſerve to die, but net by 


Lon 
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LorvD BEIICROVE. 


You amaze me, Juletta ! pri'thee riſe- O. -] ſup. 
pole he repents of the liberty he granted me, and 
is downright jealous of you. 


Jorxrra. 


On, no, my Lord. -there is a more fatal cauſe 
in which, by his wicked artifice, ke has ſeduced me 
to be a ſhameful agent. 


b "Lond BELLGROVE. 
| "Good heavens ! what fatal cauſe ? 


JULETTA. | 


I have betray'd the beſt of miſtreſs to his un 
govern d paſſions- I have long repented of it. 
and am now re ſolved to make a full diſcovery ! ! 
fear'd that villain Cranmore would have killd me 
to prevent it, which has brought me to your Lord: 
ſhip's feet for Protection. | 


Lond BELL GROVE. 


5 Am: azement horror I am chunderſtruck l 
my ſiſter's honor wor d by that villain Cranmore' 

Hear me, woman ! there muſt be further prod 

before I ſtep into this ſcene of miſchief 


Jorzrra. 
MV Lord, Mr. Cranmore is juſt now gone tom 
Lady, to obtain a ſhort interview with her, nox 8 
Charles and you are both engag'd---He is nos! 
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her apartment——TI know a private way to con- 
duct you, where you may over-hear what will re- 
move an doubt of the truth of what 1 have related. 


Lorp BELLGROVE. 
Away, away, —Pl follow you. (Exeunt. 


SCENE, LAY FranxrorD's opart- 


ment. 


LADbT FRANKFORD ſeated on 4 couch, 
CRANMORE Fneeling by her. 


CRANMORE, 

On my knee I beg you for the laſt time re- 
member both our fates depend on your preſent 
conduct. a recovery of your ſpirits, and a cheer- 
ful behaviour i is the only, nay the expected com- 
Ps you can pay to Sir Chirles's ſafe return 

hich will at once diſpel all fears of a diſcovery--- 
but this melancholly and diſcontent muſt, of courſe, 
being on an enquiry that muſt be fatal. 


Lapy FRANKFORD. 


Thou baſe, miſtaken man how often have 
you employ'd this ſelf-ſame ſopbiſtry to lull my 


mind to peace ?— now—you muſt plead in vain— 
K 3 I find 


— — — — — — 


3 
——_— — — 2... 
LY 
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I find the preſence of my dear, injur'd huſband 
more than I can bear away, away, flv hence 
and leave me to my fate 


CAN MORE. 


Yet * me, deareſt Lady---lovlieſt of women! 


Lady FRANKFORD. 


Curſe on your ſoothing arts that prevail'd on me 
not to raiſe the houſe, and proclaim my firſt injury 
- when committed. had I then call'd aloud for 


Juſtice, I had been clear of guilt, which naw muſt 
weigh me down with infamy. 


Lok D BELLGROVE ruſhes out with his ford 
drawn. 


Lorp BELLGROVE. 


Draw, villain ! and receive from my hand that 
juſtice which too late ofertakes you] thou monſter 


of ingratityde | | ( they fight.) 


Labor FRANKFORD. 
My brother! O heayens! ( ſcreams and runs ou: 


CRAN MORE. 


Juſtice, indeed, has overtaken me. ( falis, 


Euler 
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Eur 81x CHaRLEs baſtily, follow'd by 
HuMPURY. 


Sin CHARLES, 


Baſe Bel}grove ! what have you done by this raſh 
action? Did not you promiſe me to ſubmit the 
affair of Emeline to my conduct? 

Lord BerrGROVE, 
Unhappy, miſtaken man! would to Heaven it 
was the affair of Emeline—O, no! it is a cauſe 
that muſt involve you in eternal miſery ! 


Six CHARLES, (trembling.) 
O tell me! while I have ſenſe to hear. 


LoryD BELLGROVE. 


If that villain on the floor is not ſpeechleſs, he 
may want forgivenels from his injur'd friend, 


CRANMORE. 
(raiſmg himſelf on his arm, 
I am dying, and without hope of mercy ! Oh, 
Lady Frankford! ] have ruined the beſt of wo- 
men and wrong'd the beſt of friends! 


(Str Charles falls on the ground, Lord Bellgrove and 
Humpbry raiſe and carry him to the couch.) 


That ſight wounds me more than Bellgrove's ſword; 
the grave alone can hide my ſhame. (Dies. 


K 4 Lorna 
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| Lorp BELLiGROVE. 
My Gabel brother | 
 Homenny, 
My worthy maſter—ſee—he recovers | 

Sis CnarLEs. 
(looking wildly round bin. 
Where am I? What means this blood and mur- 
der? Ha! my returning ſenſes begin to tortute 
me!—they plunge me in the miſeries of hell! 
My dear Bellgrove, can it be? What, my wite! 


my deareſt, much-lov'd wife! O, ſhe was the. 


beſt and worthieſt woman! can ſhe be falſe? 
where is ſhe ? tell me, Bellgrove ? 


Lord BELLGROVE, 
Alas! I know not. 
Stk CHARLES. 


Go ſeek her, friend, (to Humphry.) bring me 


_ news from her. (Humphry goes out.) This may be a 
lying ſlave, (pointing 10 Fe.) may he not, 
Bellgroye ? 


Lonxp BrLLdnovx. 
Alas! I know it is too true. 
SIR CHARLES. | 
Then I am ruin'd IA Lady nobly deſcended! 
her education virtuous ! her reputation clear! [ 
thought her a | Phornis of perfections ! and is ſhe 
loſt; 


SS 2_ a= — 3 
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loſtꝰ the bleſſing of my youth !—my only com- 
fort hy are you ſilent, brother ? 


: Lois Bzxiiogoys, 
I am too near allied'ty\your. misfortune -I can- 


not ſpeak, 
Sik CHARLES, 


My wife l the mothor to my pretty babes muſt 
rr 
forget the name of mother ? 


HoUMPHRY return Weoymnge 
Well, fied, where's your miſtreſs? 


HumMenry. 
My Lady! s dying, Sir! the has ſwallow'd. 
poiſon ! ſhe's in her bed-chamber and begs, to. ſee 
you—Jou muſt haſten thither or it will be too late. 
Ih Sim Crates, 


My bed-chamber! once my terreſtial heaven 
Brother, I muſt digeſt my grief] muſt collect 
myſelf for this fad interview—Arm me with pa- 
tience, Heaven ! keep this white and virgin hand 
from outrage, and with that prayer I enter. 

Loxp BiLLGROVE;z (to Humpbry.) 

Good Humphry, ſecure Juletta—I will attend 
Sir Charles, (Humphry goes out 


(Lord Beligrove heads out Sir bete 


SCENE 


| 
| 
' 
| 
| 
' 


— ——— GG 
=- 
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SCENE, Lavy..Faaxxrord's Bed- 
© Chamber. 


Lady FRANKFORD. fitting, EuzLIxzZ“ 
flanding by * . 


LAby — 
My deareſt moſt. unhappy Emeline, how 
cruel is thy hard fortune ! to have thy youth and 
innocence plung'd in ſuch ſevere affliftion ! thy ill. 
fated brother has involy'd us all in miſery ! but as 
his life has paid the forfeit, _ he find mercy 
from an offended being! 


Enter IY CHARLEs, 1 in by Loa 
- - BELLGROvE. 


| | any FRANKFORD. 

( ſeeing Sh 3 ſupported by Emeline.) 

O by what word—what title —or what name 

ſhall I implore your pardon? " (weeps, 
Sm CparLEs. 

Spare thy tears, I will weep for thee! and keep 
thy countenance, I will bluſh for thee! — Ribs, 
I pray you, riſe. (Lady Frankford is reſeated.) Let 
me debate with thee—Were you not ſupplied with 

412 every 


GG a ESL = 
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every wiſh, every * to the extent of my 
fortune ? 
Lavpy Mannen 
I was. 
Sm CrnanLss. 


Did I not lodge thee in my boſom ? wear thee 
in my heart ? 


. Lavy FrRankrFoRD. 


You did. 
Sm CHARLES, 
I did, indeed; witneſs theſe tears, I did. (weeps. 
| Lapy FraxnxrorD.' 


I feel the friendly pangs of death upon me 
but this tenderneſs diſtracts and tortures me worſe 
than ten thouſand deaths !—Hear me while I have 
ſtrength to ſpeak—Hear, and pity me——Soon 
after your fatal abſence, the wretched Cranmore 
openly declar'd his paſſion to me—which I not only 
repulſed with a proper indignation, but ſet his 
crime of baſe ingratitude in ſo ſtrong a light, 
and brought him to ſuch a ſeeming ſtate of peni- 
tence, that he firmly promis'd, on my forgiveneſs, 
to offend no more l pardon'd him, and he re- 
main d ſome days a ſeeming penitent; but, good 
Heavens | that interval was vilely employ'd in 
ducing my maid to be his wicked agent-who, 
in 
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in the dead of night, gave him admittance to my 
bed! Thus [die . from all premiditated guilt... 
My only crime, I do confeſs it, was my ſhameful 
weakneſs in being prevail'd-on to conceal my in- 
jury! That was my Fatal Error! ſince it was im. 


poſſible for me to hripg, pollution to your loy'd 
arms Thus I, am loſt but. Oh! permit 
me to transfer that love, which I have forfeited, to 
our dear little ones I- good, mur'd man, and 
father to my children] pardon me. O pardon 
me! If you forgive me not, how can I: hope for- 


giveneſs in the world, to come? 

Nr, m Crnants.: . 
Even as I hope for pardon at that great day, 
when the juſt judge of Heaven enthroned fits, 
ſo he thau pardon'd i. Fhough thy black offence. 
divorce our bodies, thy repentant tears unite our 
fſoulg!——Sce!. ice} ſhe faints! ſhe dies! My 


wife ! the. mother to my pretty infapts! both thoſe 
loſt names 1 do reſtore thee back, and with this 


Fils z ved thee once again. 

1 | Lapr Fnankrokn. 

This goodneſs comforts me I'm bleſt to di 
in | theſe lov'd arms once more embracing my 
dear huſband: (dies, 

| (Sr Charles and Emeline weeping over her. 
i LozD 
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Lord BeLLGROvE. 


I came to rail—but my rage is turn'd to pity, 
and melted into tears. 


Behold the ſad effects of guilty love t 

To guard us from th' aſſaults of powerful vice, 

Indulging Heaven unerring Reaſon gave 

But when wild Paſſions gain their dreadful ſway, 

Unthinking Man becomes the willing Prey! 

The glorious Light is loſt that ſhou'd direct his 
way ! 
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Taken from the Paysan Paxvzxu of M. de 
MARIVAUX. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HEN the Payſan Parvenu appeared written 
by that admirable author M. de Marivaux, 
ſeveral of my friends agreed with me there were 
many pleaſant ſituations and ſtrong characters of 
true humor, which, if well collected, with ſome few 
alterations, would not fail to make an acceptable 
Comedy. * 

After very little confideration on the affair, I de- 
termin'd to ſer about it, at my retirement in the 
country, the following fummer—bur reviewing it 
carefully the ſummer after, with that diffidence 
which has ever attended my few attempts as an 
author—I began to fear a deſign to raiſe a perſon 
of the low condition in which the Fortunate Pea- 
ſant at firſt appears to the character of an huſband 
for a Lady, would be an inſuperable objection; as 
alſo, that ſpirit and action were wanting to make it 
acceptable to the ſtage. And, indeed, ſome few 
waters ago we had an inſtance of a ne Comedy 
lo circumſtanc'd, call'd the Siſters, perform'd at 
Covent-Garden Theatre, taken from a Novel, call'd 
Henrietta, which met with merited ſucceſs from the 
public in that form but as a Comedy it taild and 
vas acted but one night; though the ſame agree- 
able Authoreſs attempted the transformation. 


Vol, II. L 


Dramatis Perſons, 


M E N. 


DOUCIN, a Prieft ; an Inmate and Director of 
the Family of the Habberd's. 
JACOB, the Peafant. 


EL'BLANC, a pretended Fop. 
PzeSibent of Paris. 


His GENTLEMAN. 


WOM E N. 
Mrs. HABBERD, ſenior. 
ko 
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2 ” OD TIER 


Mrs. HABBERD, junior. 

Mrs. FERVAL. 

Mrs. LALAIN, a Widow, who lets Lodgings. 

GENEVTVE, Waiting Maid to the elder Mrs, 
Habberd. | 


SERVANT. 


- 
FORTUNATE PEASANT: 
O R 
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SET LL SCENE EL 


Jacos, Genevive. 


Genevive. 


N AY, Mr. Jacob, you muſt leave off this. 
country modeſty ; a baſhtul ſerving-man would be 
a prodigy in Paris ! for you are likely to live with 
=I make no doubt but our ladies will keep you 
- leaſt, I hope ſo. 
Jacos. 

Tthink'you, good Mrs. Genevive. 
Genevive, 
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Genevive. 
A handſome young fellow this. (ade I ear 
new cloaths are making tor you—and, in the mean 
time, if it is in my power to be of any ſervice to 


you, be aſſur'd you ſhall find me your friend, 


Jacos. 

I humbly thank you Mrs. Genevive—! am hay, 
py in having your good will. Pray, how long have 
you liv'd here? 

SGxRVIVE. 


A bout ſix months -a long time I aſſure you to 
ſtay in a great family as times go for the gentry 
now-a-days change their ſcrvants almoſt as often as 
they do their linen; beſides you will have two 
miſtreſſes and a -raaſter here, and indeed tis ns 
eaſy matter to humour them all. 


Jacos. 


Why truly as you ſay, I fear it is a hard taſk to 
pleaſe two women at once—but, pray, who is ths 
maſter you ſpeak of ?—for I underſtood that both 


the ladies are unmarried, - 


GEnevive. 
They are ſo, Mr. Jacob—and both very godly, 
and true friends to the church—therefore, as thei 
parents are dead, they have taken into the houſe 4 


ghoſtly father, or director, a very holy 2 
| ure 
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ſure! to keep them in the true faith, and to give 
them ſpiritual comfort, and aſſiſtance now, if 
jou can but get his good will, you may depend 
on having the favour of the ladies for they like or 
diſlike juſt as he inſtructs them. 


Jacos. 


I ſuppoſe then, Mrs. Genevive, by your ſtaying 
here ſo long, you have hit on the way to pleaſe 
him:—I am but a poor country lad, and have 
never been in ſervice before, therefore if you will let 
me know what method you took to oblige him, 
I will endeavour to follow it. 


GENEVvIVE. 


That's impoſſible. (ae) Why really the man 
; a very good fort of a man—bur like all your 
churchman, a little proud and poſitive—you muſt 
take care never to contradict him: my miſtreſs 
(the eldeſt) is ſo devoted to his opinion, that o'my 
conſcience, {he neither thinks, nor ſpeaks, bur as he 
direfts her—Ah, ſhe is a pious lady !—and if ſhe 
was not a little ill · natur'd, and given to backbite 
her neighbours, ſhe would be the beſt woman in 
the world, 

Jacos. 


The lady who brought me here ſeemed to be of 
a ſweet diſpoſition. 
1] L 3 GEN EVIVE. 
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GENEvVIVE. 

She is ſo—but ſhe is the youngeſt, and more 
given to the vanities of the world; for which they 
often reprove her.—She would often relieve the 
poor, but that, the director ſays, is an encourage. 
ment to idleneſs and ſloth— Ah, he's a heavenly mat! 


Jacos. 
And pray does he never do an act of charity? 
 Genevive. | 
O, yes, to them that are induſtriousg—T may ſay 
ſo, for he has been a liberal friend to me, and lets 
me want for nothing that money can buy—l can 
recommend you to him, and I will do it, for you 
ſeem to deſerve 1;. | 
Jacos. 
Dear Mrs. Genevive I am much beholden to you 


—] wiſh I could recommend myſelf to you, and 
that you wou'd accept of me for your ſervant. 


|  Genevivs. 
O dear Mr. Jacob, you are not ſo dull as J ima 
gin'd, and haye learn'd the town made already. 
| Jacos, 
I muſt be dull indeed, not to deſire to kiſs fe 
obliging and ſo handſome a gentlewoman. 
(Offers 10 kiſs her, ſbe puts him off with ber ha, 


which he kiſſes.) | 
Genevivt. 
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Grnevive., 
Nay—now—you grow moſt agreeably confident. 
Tur warrant you have taken this freedom with your 


berters before now—but here's ſomebody coming 
you ſhould have forc'd a kiſs, Mr. Jacob, 


Enter SERVANT. 


SERVANT, 
Mrs, Genevive, your lady wants you—and the 
taylor, this young man—He has brought home 
his new cloaths, and ſtays to try them on. 


Grvevive.. | 

Follow me, Mr. Jacob, I'll conduct you to 

him. | | (Exeunt, 
SCENE ll. 


Enter Mrs. HABBERD, ſenior, and 
Mr. HABBER D, junior. 


Mrs. HABBERD, ſen. } 
Nay, ſiſter, according to this doctrine the whole , 
ſex may fin with impunity, if it be made criminal 
eyen to cenſure their faults. | 
Adrs. HABA D, jun. 
Not ſo neither, ſiſter; thoſe who glory in their 
L 4 | crimes 


II. 
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crimes, ought to be branded with infamy but 
what I blame is that ſpirit of detraction which at. 
tacks all alike; which derogates from the praiſe 
due even to worthy deeds; which comments on 
the looks and words even of the moſt innocent in 
order to find ſome flaw in them :—how inhumanly 
did you pull poor Miſs Simper to pieces yeſterday, 
at your return from your devotion, only for taking 
a ach of ſnuff out of a gentleman's box. 


Ars. Haszep, ſer. 


And with very good reaſon, ſiſter; the young flirt 
did nothing but ogle him, when ſhe ought to have 
rais'd her eyes to heaven !— 


Mrs. Hazzeso, jun. 


O Siſter, if your eyes and thoughts had been 
fix'd there, you wou'd not obſerv'd the faults of 
your neighbours For my part, I think it is bet- 
ter to ſtay at home than to go to chapel only to 
| bring home, ſcandal. 


Mrs. Hazzzzp, ſer. | 
Siſter, I wonder at you—=you are always ex- 
cuſing every body's fault but apropos — now! 
am ſpeaking of fault I was quite ſhock'd at the 
immodeſt manner in which Lady Tippet was drefs'd 
to day ! how had ſhe the face to come to chapel 
in ſuch a figure ? I muft own ſhe diſturb'd my 


prayer upon my word it was — * 7 
er 


AS. << OX >” EIT 
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Enter GENEvVIvE. 
Gznevive. | 
Ladies, Mrs. Ferval is come to wait on you. 
Mrs. Hanntxo, jun. 


O, the agreeable devotee that lives at the preſi- 
dent f conduct A of (Exit GENE. 


Enter Mrs. n 


Mrs. FER VAI. 


Dear ladies, your ſervant—I am extreamly glad 
to find you both well. I miſs'd you, madam( io the 
youngeſt from chapel this morning, and as I knew 


your fingular piety, was in pain till I came to FG 
enquiry after your health. ee 


MW. HarrzRp, ſen. 


O madam, a light excuſe will ſerve to keep my 
lifter at home; ſhe is of opinion that too much reli- 
gion is a crime. f 


' 


Mrs. Hann end, jun. 6 


I am v oblig'd to you, madam, for your kindneſs: 
my ſiſter you ſee is pleas'd to anſwer for me:— 
However *tis a crime I ſhall acquit her of. I own 
I think ill- nature is no great ſign of that compla- 
cency of mind, which is the conſtant reſult of a ſin- 


cere genuine piety. Beſides, one may be as devout 
in the cloſet as the chapel, 


Mrs. Hasz- 


154 Wie Fon ruf Pratant: Os, 


Mrs. Hasnzzn, /en. 


So then, I ſuppoſe, you are growing an _ 
to publick worſhip. 


Mrs. HanzzrD, jun. 
Charitably judg'd again, ſiſter I muſt confers 
I think. it better not to frequent it, than to carry 
with me either pride or hypocriſy, which I fear is 
ſometimes the caſe with zealots. 


Mrs. FERvaAL. 
Why. madam, when a fair face begins to fade, 
nothing fo effectually hides it as a veil of ſandity, 


Youth and beauty are ſure of commanding reſpet, 
and devation is the beſt methad to avoid the 


contempt which naturally follows the loſs of them, 
MW.. Hansa, jus. 
Ha! ha! ha! is that the caſe, ſiſter ? 
Atrs. Hanzend, er. 
| Ladies, you are pleas'd to be very witty, but! 
am not ſo much older than either of you, but I may 
ſtill hope to be as acceptable to the men —nay, 
perhaps, am ſo. 


Ars. FERVAL. 

1 make no doubt on't-few devotees are with- 
eut a friend ta compenſate, with private pleaſure, 
the penance they undergo in publick ; nor do! 


blame them provided they avoid ſcandal. As for 
my 
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my part, it was my .misfortune to have a jealous 
huſband, one who thought even cheerfulneſy a fault, 
therefore, at his death, I thought it prudent to re- 
tire from the world ; yet I don't condemn thoſe 
who enjoy it. Let the young have their time--- 
we have had ours. 


Mrs. HABBERD, ſen. 


Madam, I don't underſtand you; my conduct 
was always blameleſs, and rfid in queſtion, 
even in my youth. 


Mrs. Hageno, jun. 
Beware then, ſiſter, of doing any thing now you 
are in years, to forfeit that reſpect gain'd in youth; - 
for you are fo ſevere in your cenſures, that you will 
find no mercy from the world, ſhould any frailty be 
diſcover'd in you. 
M.. FervaL. 


Ay, dear Madam, take care of a diſcovery—for 
that is the greateſt fault any woman can be guilty 
cf Fer val and yourger Hab lerd laugh) ha, ha, ha, 
come Mrs. Habberd, don't look fo ſcrious—] only 
rally, and hope you will excuſe my mirth. 


| Mrs. HaBBERD, % n. 
O freely, Madam, your raillery no way touches 


me, and therefore does not in the leaſt diſcompoſe 
me, 4 


£.. 


Mrs. 
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Mes. HaBBERD, jun. 
Dear Mrs. To, will you ſtay and breakfaft 
with us ? 


Mrs. F RVAL, 


Madam, I muſt beg to be excuſed—1 promiſed 
the Preſident to be at home ( loots at her watch) 
bleſs me, tis near the hour—adieu, dear Ladies 
nay, no ceremony. (Exit Ferval, 


"PF i 


Mrs. HABBERD, ſen. 
Odious creature | and pray, ſiſter, is this proper 
— for us who are devotces to religion ? 
1 Aut. HaABBERD, jun. 
- Dear ſiſter, let us wave this diſagreeable dif- 
equrſe—1'1l call for our new ſervant, ( rings. 


* GENEVIVE. 


1 


- Did youcall, Madam ? 
Mrs. Fasses, jun. 
Has the taylor. dos home Jacob's new 
cloaths ? 22 


Ganvivs. 
* Madam, 
| as, — Jun. 
ED he dreſs'd ? ; 
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GENEVIVE. 
I believe he is, Madam. 
Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 
Well—ſend him in then. hs: Exit Genevive. 


Enter Jacos, new dreſsd, who bows re- 
Helffuch. 
Well, ſiſter how do: vou like hun now? 


Mrs. HaBBtRD, ſen. | 

Very well, indeed: he is a clean, well-made 
young man, and ſcems to have a very honeſt coun- 
tenance. Bur, ſiſter, I muſt go and ſee the good 
Doctor; Genevive tells me he is ſomething better. 
In the mean time, you may inform the young man 
what employment he is to have in the family. 

( Exit. 


Mrs, Elana, jun, nay ? 
Well, JacobI now take you into my ſervice; 


but to continue in it, will ry depend on * 
own behaviour. * PL, 

"_ Jacos. bod 5 — 8. 

I hope, Madam, you will be ſo good to honour 

me with your inſtructions, to which I _ Pay 2 


R 
0 2 .. 


2 
of 


138 The FoxTUNHATE PEASANT 5 Or, 


Mrs. Han#tnrd, jun. 
You ſeem to have good ſenſe, and if you are dif. 
creet, you may be happy——1 ſhall treat you with 
the kindneſs of a friend rather than the authority 
of a miſtreſs Come nearer, let me examine 
your dre —< who eurPd your hair ? —pray, 
Jacob, take particutar care of it; it is very 
becoming. I wou'd have you be a credit to me 
you aſſiſted te the other morning in my dif. 
treſs, with ſo much tenderneſs; I lik d you the 
farit moment I ſaw you, and, in time, may give 
you better proofs of my eſteem 


Jaco, 


1 know not, Madam, Row to anfwer properly 
to ſuclr exceſſive goodneſs—but my fervice, my 
life, ſhaft be for ever deroted to you. 


Mrs. HaBBzRD, jun. 

1 make no doubt of your gratitude your bufi- 
neſs Bere, I wiff take care, ſnall not be toilſome— 

be cautious not to offend the good: Doctor you 

are in a very ſober family, and therefore muſt carry 

yourſelf with modeſty and gravity— keep your 

te to yourſelf, and believe me your friend. 

Jacos. 


It is my reſolution, Madam, to be your grate 
ful ſervant. 


Mrs. 
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Mi. HaBBERD; ſen. returns with Doucin. 


Mrs. Hanprnp, jun. (riſing.) 
Dear Sir -I rejoice at your ſudden recovery 
you have agreeably ſurprized me by this viſit— 
pray fit here, Sir—walking from your apartment, [ 
fear, has fatigu'd you. 
(Al nis tobile the Director is looking at Jacob.) 
Dovcne. 
Is this your fervant, Ladies ? 
Mrs. HaBmerD, ſen. 


Yes, Sir, this is the lad we have juſt hired—and 
it is a ſeryice which he did my lifter that octa- 


ſioned ir. 
Jacos. 
J don't like his looks. (Ajide. 
Dover 


A ſervice, ſay you ? 


Mrs. HABEN, ſen. 

Yes, Sir —It was this (Bere ſbe waves ber bund, 
and Jacob bows and retires) my ſiſter went our yeſ- 
terday to make a morning viſit to an earſy lady, 
who had promis d to recommend us a good ftr vanr. 

It being a fine morning, ſhe would walk; thither, 
quite contrary to my advice, and alone——ſhe did 
ad in her return, coming over the new | 
bridge 
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bridge, ſhe fainted I tremble at the relation gf 
it=In this dreadful condition ſhe muſt have died, 


| but for the kind aſſiſtance of that good young man, 


who lent her his help quite home—— My Gter 
pleas'd with his behaviour and his tory, inclin 
me to entertain him as a ſervant. He never was in 
ſervice before. 


MIS iy Dove, (after 4 pauſe.) 
You have been very haſty, Ladies, {lps4ing 
gravely at them.) You have been very haſty, 
Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 

Well, Sir, and what harm can there be in that, 
if he is an honeſt lad, as I believe he is? Here 
he wants a place I meet with him in the ſtreet— 
he does me a particular ſervice in helping me 
home—we want a ſervant, and therefore we hire 
him—this is ſurely an a& of OP to him, and 


a ſervice to ourſelves, . 
Mrs. HaBztrp, ſen. 


Well, ſiſter, we both thought ſo, but what ſig- 


nifies that? if our worthy friend don't approve - 


what we have done, we ought to ſubmit; and, to 
tell you the truth, when vou firſt ſpoke to me 
about keeping this young fellow, 1 thought I felt 


ſomething of an uneaſineſs. 
Doucix. 


- My dear Lady, hear me Lou know with 
| | what 


R co 63 wc 


\ 
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what a particular affection I have always given my 
advice to to both of you. 
Mrs. Hants, jun. 

So.my ſiſter has at leaſt three parts and a half 
to her ſhare . of that compliment. (de.) We 
know very well, Sir,“ that you have an equal value 
for both of us. ( miling.). Your piety admirs no 


preference. 
Mrs. HaBBtRD, ſen. 


O, ſiſter, I took it in no other ſenſe myſelf; 
hot [——Though our worthy friend ſhould be 
more attach'd to you than to me, I ſhould be far 


from finding fault—you are undoubtedly more de- 
ſerving his care than I am. 


18 Dovucix. 
What has my blunder involv'd me in. (aſſde.) 


My dear ſiſters, do not diſturb yourſel ves - you are 
both equal to me becauſe you both love our holy 
religion equally—bur this is foreign to the ſubject 


of our diſcourſe -e were talking of the young 
man you have hir'd, which, at preſent, you ſee 


no harm in—-I, am perſuaded you do not- but 
pray wuchſafe to hear me: In the farſt place, 


you have ated. againſt. human prudence—-you have 
no knowledge of him, any fartherthan an accidental 
meeting in the ſtreet you think he has an honeſt 


countenance—eyery body ſees with their own eyes 
Vol. II. — in 
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in that reſpect, though, I muſt own, mine are not 
altogether ſo favourable to him; however, I vill 
pals thar article—but who wou'd truſt their live; 


and fortunes with a ſtranger, upon the mere credit 


of his countenance? Here you are only a fey 
women in a houſe—who has been anſwerable for 
his morals, his religion, and his character ? May 
not a raſcal have the look of an honeſt man ? 


Mrs. HaABBTRD, jun. 


Charity commands me to think to his advantage, 


Sir, : 
Doucix, (angrily.) 

But Charity does not command you to be in- 
prucent, and it is an imprudence to venture 2 
you do. | 

Mrs. HaBBERD, ſen. 

Ah, fiſter! how ſenſible is what our worthy 
friend advances !-—TFho? the lad has fomething at 
firſt ſight very promiſing ; yet, now I think ont, 
he has a ſort of a I aon't know what, that 


made me hefitate—Indeed he has. 
PDovcrx. 
Very well Vou approve of what I have already 
ſaid, but that is nothing in compariſon of what | 
have to ſay—This lad is in the prime of youth 
| Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 
Ay, that's his crime. (aſide. 


Doc. 
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Dovcin. 


His looks are bold and unſettled—and you are 
hot yet arrived at an age to live free from ſcandal. 
Don't you know how prone the world is to 
ſcandal? Beſides, my dear ſiſters, (for it is my 
duty to ſuppreſs nothing) are we not all of us 
full of frailties? 


(The Elder Habberd fighs, and the Youngeſt ſmiles.) 


Is it not the whole buſineſs of our lives to war 
againſt ourſclves—to fall, and to riſe—that con- 
ſideration ought to make us tremble— This lad is 
too young—do not let us ſeek new difficulties— 
here you will ſee him every moment—the root of 
fin is continually in us, and I already diſtiuſt, for 
I am obliged to diſtharge my conſcience; I ſay l 
already diftruſt this obſtinate liking you have taken 
to him— it is innocent, I know it is, but will ic 
always be ſo? I ſay once more I diſtruſt it. 


(Looking at the Youngeſt Habberd, «who ſhzws figns 
of diſoraer.) 

I ſee that Lady is not at all ſatisfied with my ob- 
ſerrations on this affair but whence proceeds this 
fondneſs to her on opinion? I can't approve this 
diſpoſition of mind it is ſuſpicious, and one may 
venture to ſay, it is a ſnare the wicked one has 
ſpread for her, and, therefore, I am oblig'd to 
exhort you to part with this young man. 


M2 Mrs. 
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__ Mrs. "Happen, ſen. 
As for my part, Sir, I anſwer for myſelf, that 
you are maſter, and you ſhall fee my obedience— 
for from this very inſtant I protett againſt re. 
ceiving any further fervice-from the young man in 
queſtion; and I do not doubt but my ſiſter will 
follow my example. 
Ae. Hapneny, jun. 
Truly, filter, T don't know how I ought to 
take what I hear - you ſeem charm'd with the 
imaginary affront, and don't doubt but I will con- 
form to your example !—why I have done nothing 
but conform ſince we have liv'd together one mult 
always conform to your humour or there is no 
peace and there is more occaſion for our friend 
here to alarm himſelf for you, than at what! have 
done in entertaining a poor lad, to whom I am 
perhaps oblig'd for my life I muſt turn him away 
for his recompence, though we have both engag'd 
our words to keep him The doctor objects that be 
has nobody to give him a character, but the young 
man has given us the name of a very creditable 
perſon for that purpoſe; therefore that objection 
falls to the ground—and, as to myſelf, he has 
done me ſuch a conſiderable ſervice, that, after 1 
am fully ſatisfied of the truth of his character, 
I cannot bid him go, indeed I will not. | 


Mrs. HaBBERD, ſen. 


= - Well, ſiſter, if that's all, I'll undertake to * 
ml 
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miſs him for you, if you'll give me leave; and 
-omiſe to repair my paſt imperiou ſneſs by an 
entire condeſcention to your advice, for the fu- 
ture—for ſince you have more wit, and more 
penetration than any body elſe, it's impoſſible you 
ſnou'd be miſtaken; but my happineſs is, that 
theſe foibles in me have eſcap'd the notice of our 
worthy friend here, your ſuperior, Madam! 
| Dover. 

came not here, Ladies, to ſow diviſion be- 
tween you; and therefore mult not admit of it.—- 
Fye! fye this too earneſt diſpute has diſorder'd 
me again feel the returning fever ——Come, 
Madam, you muſt ſec me to my chamber; after: 
that, I will receive no viſit *till I am perfectly 
recover d. (looking at the Toungeſt Habberd ) When 
you are diſpos'd to pay a proper regard to my 
advice, Madam, perhaps you may obtain it. 

( Exit with Mrs. Tabberd, ſen. 
Mrs. HapeezD, jun. (alone.) 

There is nothing people are fo free of as their 
advice] cou'd be even with em, and adviſe them 
to guard againſt the bad conſequences that may 
attend their Platonic pleaſures—Nature may be 
mortified, and that way maſter'd ; but when in- 
dulz d, then reaſon muſt give way, and virtue's 
kit mult own a conqueror ! this is too true 
therefore theſe Platonic freedoms ! theſe refin'd 
Inendſhips! are deluſive and dangerous! (pauſes.) I 

feel 
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feel the force of powerful Nature at my heart, 
which greatly alarms me i let me ſummon up my 
guards.---Reaſon! Intereſt | Pride !---ay, alas 
ſeveral remedies are good to cure Love, but there 
is not one of them infallible. (Exit, 


Enter Jacos, melancholly. 


Jacos. 


I don't like the looks of that confounded Do- 
minee; I can never forget with what an eye he 
ſurvey'd me: and mutt all the charming things! 
have had, and the more charming things I have 
promis'd myſelf, prove but a dream? the delicious 


Genevive! and O, my more delicious miſtreſs! 
mult I loſe all theſe ?---unhappy Jacob 


Enter GENEvIvE. 


GENEVIVE. 

There he is TI muſt engage him; for beſides 
his being a pretty fellow, a huſband, in my ſitua- 
tion, is mighty neceſſary. ( A/ide.) What melan- 
cholly, in the midſt of your good fortune, Mr. 
Jacob ? | 


 Jacos, 
Haye not I reaſon, Mrs. Geneyive ? Is not the 
danges 
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danger I am in, of loofing ſo agreeable a friend as 
you, enough to make me melancholly. 


GENEVIVE, 


Where's the danger ? 
Jacos, 


From the fountain of all miſchief, a prieſt ! and 
a woman | the Director told me, the frſt look, he 
did not like me, which made me fly out of the 
room; but my curioſity laid my ear to the key- 
hole, and I have not had ſtrength enough to crawl 
ever ſince for, ſaid the Dominee, he has a handſome 
ill-looking face, and muſt not live here; which 
the eldeſt Lady confirm'd; and ſo they have broke 
the heart of your poor Jacob. 


GENEVIVE, 


And you have reaſon to be affur'd the Director 
does not like you ? | 


Jacos. 
Ay, IvIrs. Genevive, too much reaſon. 


GenEvive. 
I am glad of it with all my heart. 


Jacos. 


What do you make a jeſt of my misfortune 
then ? 


Ger- 
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GENEvVIVE. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, —why I laugh at i, 
Jacob. 
Jacos, 

I fee you do. 
* Genevive. 
And you ſhall laugh with me, Jacob. 


FJacos. | 
Not till I know the jeſt, Mrs. Genevive. 


GENnzviIve. 

Why, the jeſt lies in my comical method of tran. 
forming this terrible enemy of your's into your beſt 
friend—I know a way ot ſoftening the Director, 
and mak:ng him Ike you, almoſt as well as I do, 
before night. 

Jacos. 
Indeed ! but the method, Mrs. Genevive ? 


Genevive, 
Why, T1! tell him, I ke you, and you fall live 
here—that's enough. 
Jacos. 


Indeed !—but then by this influence of your's, | 
preſume, Mrs. Gencvive, be likes you well enough. 


(GENE: 
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GENEVIVE, 
Well enough! why he's paſſionately. in. love 
with me, Jacob! why, if I had a mind, I could 
make my fortune ! 


Jaeos. 


But I am afraid it is in bad money, this fortune 
of your's, Mrs. Genevive | don't meddle with ſuch 
merchandize ; but &en keep your own ; remember 
when 2 maid is once fold, I would not give the 
buyer a farthing for his bargain. 


GENEVIVE. 


His ſenſe of honor confounds me I've gone a 
little too far. (aſide.) Nay, I muſt needs ſay, Mr. Jacob, 
his offers, and preſents to me, are all made in ſuch 
an honourable-manner, that I can't tell how to be 
affronted at it; as to myſelf, I can depend upon 
my own diſcretion ; but, with ſubmiſſion to your 
better judgement, Mr. Jacob, I really think ir 
might not be amiſs, if I was to take the advan- 
tage of his liberal humour towards me ; he knows 
well enough that his love ſignifies nothing; for I 
told him plainly that he fhan't have his ends—now, 
here's a rich man has taken a friendſhip for me; 
for friendſhip or love, you know, is all the fame 
thing, conſidering how I return it, therefore, ſhou'd 
| refuſe his preſents ? ſpeak, Mr. Jacob. 


Jacos. 


1 


170 TheFoRTUNATE PEASANT: Or, 


Jacos. 


Me !—why—if thiogs are as you ſay, Mrs. Ge. 
nevive, why then it's wonderous well — ſince his 
love is nothing but friendſhip—bur, for my pan, 
I never had any notion of this ſort of friendſhip, 
not I, Mrs, Genevive : I thought he lov'd you 
as men commonly love a pretty wench—— but 
ſince he's ſo modeſt, and you fo diſcreet, why you 
may c'en venture boldly only take care you. 
don't ſtumble when he ſtumbles—for men are wag- 
giſn, and apt to be uppermoſt, 


GENnzvive. 
Oh, let me alone I warrant you I know hoy 
to manage him, 
Tacos. (Afide.) 
'You have not that leſſon to learn, I dare ſay. 


GENEvIVE, 

I am tranſported that we jump ſo in our opinions 
of this affair——and to ſhew you with what ſin- 
cerity I am your friend, Mr. Jacob, I will con- 
ceal nothing from you——look here (pulls out a 
purſe) the Director gave me this purſe yeſterday 
he wou'd make me take ſomething before I left him, 
to remember him by. 


Jacos. 


Meaning the purſe, I ſuppoſe, 
| | GENt- 
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Gzenevive. 


Pray accept what I offer you, ſays he there 
ſhall be no obligation on your ſide. 


Jacos. 


What, all Loui'dors ! O moſt friendly, charitable _ 
churchman! 


GENE VIVE. (taking ſome out.) 
There, Jacob, put thoſe in your pocket for 
what's a man without money in his pocket? and 
ſince I have reveal'd to you this ſecret of coining 
Loui'dores, be aſſured, my friend ſhall never want 
them (A bell rings.) 
Hark my Lady wants me! be happy, Jacob, 
and doubt not my power of lerving you with the 
Director. (Exit. 


Jacos. 


No, no, I don't doubr your power—theſe were 
all coined in the devil's mint O my moſt delicate 
moſt pious Do:ninee ! why, here's a ſweet piece of 
revenge for the fright he juſt now put me in. 
Here's a fine diſcovery ! O my moſt ſatified—my 
rampant prieſt! who knows but this dominering” 
churchman has brought the whole family under 
him? and yet, I hope, my ſweet miſtreſs has eſcap'd 
him, becauſe I found ſhe dare take the liberty of 
oppoſing his opinion. Thele prieſts are as bad as 
the devil himſelf, tho* they take different ſides ; 


yet 
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yet to do them both right, I wiſh they don't quar. 
rel only like lawyers for their fees, and meet good 
friends in private to laugh at their clients. Surely 
this affair of Genevive's may be improved into an 
advantage over him—at lcaſt, it will ſecure me in 
my place ; and then, all things conſider d, I have 
a fair proſpect before me. 


Fortune alone, from ſuch a fruitful plan, 
May, of the Peaſant, make a Gent leman. 
(Ext, 


End of the FigsT Acr. 


— 


r 
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err H. SCENE. L: 


'Dovcin, "alone, in his fludy. 


Dovcin. 


Wuar a happy fellow is a ſuccefsful hypo- 
crite? one who, like me, enjoys the luxury of the 
ſinner, and yet preſerves the ſeeming purity of the 
faint '—hypocrily i is a ſort of homage, which vice 
pays to virtue. If there be ſuch men, as were 
never thougnt co do any thing ridiculous, it is only 
becauſe they have hot been nicely look'd into.— 
This counterfeited indiſpoſition ſecures me leiſure 
to toy away the hours with that delicious tempting 
girl, Genevive ! who, by this confinement to my 
chamber, is ſent on frequent meſſages from her 
miſtreſs, whoſe ' fondneſs is diſguſtful now. ure 
nothing is ſo unwelcome a ſight as à ftale- ttiiſtreſß, 
after we have juſt been ſucceſsful with a new one 
O, here ſhe comes. 


Enter 
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| Enter GENEVIVE. 


Genevive. 
My Lady has ſent me, with her duty, to enquire 
afrer your health, Sir——ls your fever abated, 
Sir ? 


Doucix. 

It increaſes, child, at the ſight of you: love, 
child, cannot be compared to any thing more pro- 
perly than to a fever; for in both caſes, both the 
degree, and the continuance of the diſeaſe, is out 
of a man's own power. 


GENE VIVvx. 


If one was to judge of love, Sir, according to 
the greateſt part of the effects it produces, it might 
very juſtly paſs for hatred, rather than kindnels. 


Dovcin. 
Why ſo melancholly a reflection, my charming 
Genevive? what bad effects are you apprehenlive 
of? | | 

. Gexevive. 
** Nothing leſs, Sir, than a living witneſs of our 
love and ſhame ! 


9 | | Dovcin, 


BT @& Xx” Kt a> on 
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Dovein. 


What do I hear !---confuſion } does the devil 
intend me that miſchief ? he muſt be diſappointed. 
(Afide.) That witneſs, child, muſt either be ſtifled 
or bought off, and the price muſt be a huſband--- 
a neceſſary huſband ; our reputation, my dear 
child, claims our firſt care. Virtue ! (I mean the 
appearance of it) is a dreſs that decency requires 
us to appear in. 

GENEVIVE. 

A huſband, Sir, may be a neceſſary thing enough 
to buy; but how can a poor girl make the pur- 
chaſe ? 


Dovcin. 


Do but find the proper man, child, and the reſt 
ſhall be my care. 


GEeNEvive. 


What think you of our new ſervant, the poor 
pealant, Jacob? good fortune, Sir, has not yet de- 
lerted us; for 1 have found him both amorous and 
mercenary. I had an opportunity this morning of 
ſeducing him with ſome of the gold you gave me; 
therefore, if you, Sir, will but ſupply me with a 
neceſſary quantity of money, I'll undertake to pro- 
duce the other part of the temptation. 


— 
- 


Doverx. 
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Droit, 
About it inſtantly, my child---no money ſhall be 
wanting. 
Ganzvivr. 


1 Weed his addreſſes already, and 
this morning gave him an earneſt of my good vill 
AI ſhow'd him the gold you gave me; ſome of 
which he very eagerly accepted of now, Sir, your 
influence with him would confirm the affair, for 

| ET dreads you as his greateſt enemy. 


Doucix. 

Find him out, my girl, and prepare him, .after 
which Pl] ſend for him here---take this kiſs---ay, 
and my purſe too---fly, Genevive. (Exit Genevine. 

What a delicate condition am I involved in! 
to be in danger of being diſcover'd in a ſcandalous 
amour with a filly. girl f. Tall our paſſions engage 


us in faults ; but certainly thoſe are the moſt ridi. th 
VE that Love — commit. (Ex, M 
EM 10 N E II. 
ner Jacen, myfrg. bu 


| Theſe new eloaths, and the very tender diſcove- 


; COT — to me, will cer- 2 m. 
tainly 
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tainly make me think myſelf a perſon of very fin. 
ular attractions. the very moment I perceiy'd 
that my miſtreſs look'd kindly at me, my incli- 
nation for Genevive began to abate of its fervor--- 
her heart ſeem'd no more a conqueſt of importance, 
and I no longet thought it an honour to be in her 
favour. Beſides, I don't like the frequent viſits 
ſhe makes to this Dominee :—ſhe owns he has de- 
clared himſelf her lover—and ſhewed me a purſe 
of gold—which is certainly the moſt dangerous 
ſhape the devil can take, to tempt a young girl 
with, who is a little upon the jilt, and a little mer- 
cenary into the bargain. Here ſhe comes. 


Enter Genevive, with the purſe in her 
Land. 


Ay, and ſmiling too-ba, what pretty thing hes 
the bountiful Director been putting into thy hand, 
Mrs. Genevive? What more treaſure ? 


Gistvivi. 


Can any thing be inzagin'd more ecierous, than 


bis giving me all thoſe, and for ho other reaſori 
but becauſe he likes me? 


Jacos. 
O that's no wonder at all, dear Mrs. Genevive— 


a man's friendſhip (as you call it) for a pretty girl 
Vor. II. N will 
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will run mich greater lengths—he wont ſtop here, 
depend ont. 
GENEviIVeE. 
Indeed, Mr. Jacob, you're miſtaken if you think 
Ill of the director; he's a good man, and gives me 
this money with good deſigns; you will acknoy- 
ledge i it when you know all—much more than this 
is at my ſervice, | 
| Jacos. ; 

Take all, * Mrs. Genevive, refuſe nothing- 
If you can't make uſe of it, I can; Ill engage to 
find a way of laying it out. 


GENEVIVE. | 
Say you ſo—well, Mr. Jacob, I aſſure you, if! 
do, I ſhall accept it purely upon your account. 


Jacos. 


Charming deareſt Genevive—and is this fine 
Purſe for me? (Offers to take it.) 


GENEVIVE., 


As for this money, and what more I am to have, 
you wont think it amiſs, Mr. Jacob, if I never 
part with it but in favour of a huſband, when | 
get one (puts up the purſe) — conſider of that a little. 


Jacos. 


Troth, Mrs. Genevive, I can't tell where to get 
you 
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you one at preſent :—I am acquainted with no- 
body that wants a wife, 
GENEvIVE. 

Hey day ! what do you mean by giving me ſuch 
in anſwer? what are thy wits gone a wool gathering? 
doſt not underſtand me then? I dont aſk thee to get 
me a huſband, you may be yourſelf one if you will. 
ben't you a branch of the ſame wood they are all 
made of? 

Jacos. 

Pray, Mrs. Genevive, no more of the wood, 
nor the branches neither, they are words of ill 
omen—if it ſtack at nothing but my being your 
huſband, I would become fo this inſtant; nor 
ſhould I be afraid of any thing, but dying for joy 
=can you make a doubt on't? no, no, that's not 
the difficulty. 


GENEVIVE. 
Well, and what is it then pray? 


JAcos. 

O, nothing but a little trifle— It's only the Di- 
rctor's friendſhip for you, which, perhaps, may 
obige me with the baſtinado, if J am to great 
wth his friend. 

| GENZVIVE, ; 

Why what maggot has bit you by the brain 
bow? ſo far from it, I'll hold à wager, he will 

Ss | give 
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give his conſent that I ſhould marry you, and ; 
fortune into the bargain. 


Ay, dear Mrs, Genevive—Ir's very ſuſpicioy, 
that his honourable affection is nothing but gri- 
mace—['m deſperately afraid that he's no better 
than a fox in lamb's cloathing, who watches his 
opportunity to inap up the leveret, and when he 
ſees ſuch a little animal as me noſe after her, I leave 
you to judge, whether he won't baulk the ſcent; 
and not ſuffer me ſo much as to touch a hair, 


GENEVIVE. 
| Your ſuſpicions are falfe, Mr. Jacob, he vil 
prove a friend to both of us but I hear ſomebody 
coming—adieu ! the next time we meet I'll cure 
you of all your ſuſpicions. (Exit 
Jacos. 
' Cure me--yes, yes, you have cur'd me- don't 
like this buſineſs—TI wiſh it may end here. 


Enter a Servant. 
; SERVANT. 
Mr. Jacob, the Director wants to ſpeak with you 
in his apartment, (Exil, 
Jacos. 


I was thinking ſo; this is what I was afraid af; 


I cou'd manage this affair very well with coy 
but 
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but what ſhall I do now? I dread the peircing 
eyes of that penetrating Director. My attractions 
will not avail me at this viſit; it will frighten me 
into the poor peaſant again—but I'll collect my 
eſolution courage, Jacob! _ (Exit. 


SCENE III. 
Doucin fitting alone in his Apartment. 


Doucix. 

What man has ſtrength enough to follow his 
reaſon as far as it would lead him ? We none of 
us know the utmoſt that our paſſions have the 
power to make us do—Ir is but ſeldom that reaſon 
can aſſiſt us one paſſion is commonly cur'd by 
another, and there is none ſo extravagant but hath 
the pretence ready to keep it in countenance, 


Enter JacoB bowing, at a diſtance. 


Well, Jacob, -I underſtand that thy miſtreſs has 
taken thee under her protection, and I am glad of 
it; but that is not all; I hear news of you; why here 
you have been amongſt us but a few days, and 
jou have made a conqueſt already :—why Gene- 
vive perfectly doats on thee—l ſuppoſe, there's no 
bye loſt between you. 


N 3 Jacos. 
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' Jacos. 
Alas, Sir! what can the poor girl have done 
to deſerve my hatred ? 


Dovcin. 
'Oh, Jacob, ſpeak boldly—you may open your 
mind to me—Ir is happy for thee that thou art a 
favourite with Genevive, and I approve her choice, 
Thou art young, and, I am told, prudent and 
active As for her part, Genevive is a very agree. 
able girl. I have a particular yalue for her parents, 
and recommended her to this family, for no other 
reaſon than to have her near me—when any thing 
ſhould offer for her ſervice. Her prepoſſcſſion for 
thee a little diſconcerts my meaſures, for thou art 
r, and I intended to have match'd her more to 
er advantage but, in ſhort, ſhe loves thee and vil 
hear of nobody elſe: — why, let it be ſo—l think, 
my good offices may amply ſupply thy deficiency, 
and ſtand thee inſtead of a patrimony. I have al. 
ready given her a ſum of money, and will inſtruct 
thee how to lay it out; but JI do more, I'Il fu. 
niſh you a little houſe, and pay the rent myſelt= 
I'll eaſe you of that burthen, ttill it better ſuit 
- your convenience to bear it; for I dare promik 
to procure you ſome profitable poſt ; therefor 
live well with the wife I give thee ; ſhe's of a ver 
{ractable diſpoſition, and very modeſt, 


Jaco, 


— 
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| en 
Fes, Sir, he's very tractable. 
Dovcin. 


But, Jacob, beſure ſpeak nothing of this I'd 
naye you take leave of the family without much 
ceremony—you may ſay you are offer'd a place of 
more advantage, and one that ſuits you better— 
Genevive ſhall pretend the neceſſity of a journey to 
ſee her mother, who is very ancient.— As ſoon as 
| you are out of the houſe you may get married di- 
rely; farewel—donrt ſtay to thank me; I'm a 
little buſy at preſent; go and acquaint Genevive 
with what I have ſaid to you—and—d'ye hear, Ja- 
cob { ſmiling) take that little purſe of money. that 
lies on the table it will ſerve to bear your ex- 
pences at the wedding. | 


Jacos, (paufing.) 

What a labyrinth am I in! what flattering temp- 
tation—a houſe compleatly furniſh'd—a deal of 
ready money—a profitable poſt—and a pretty 
wife; ay, alas ! that's the worſt part of the ſettle- 
ment—Genevive will looſe all her charms when 
once w2 are married —the remembrance of her fault 
will make her inſupportabl-—my infamy will ſpread 
every where, my houſe will be a purgatory—every 
thing will go to rack, and depend upon it her gal- 
lant will revenge her quarrel—ſhe will always have 
it in her power to ruin me; 1 ſhan't be the firſt 

N 4 that 
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that has been ſerv'd ſo-ay, think well on that 
and yet, that purſe ſeems exceedingly well lind 


what pity it is to looſe it! (afide) 
| Dovein. * 
What have you never a word ſay, Jacob ?—yhat 
are you thinking on? 
Jacos. 


Why truly, Sir, I was thinking, and thinking a 
great deal-you ſhall know what, if you pleaſe—but 
you will be fo 8 to excuſe my frankneſs, 


Sir. 
Dov cix. 
Speak thy mind freely-I don't like this. (aſide.) 
Jacos. 


Why now, Sir, ſuppoſe I was you, and you me, 
do poor men love to be cuckolds? Yet, perhaps, 
you would be one if ] ſhould marry you to Gene- 
vive.— That's all, Sir; this is the ſubject I was ru- 
minating. 

Dovcin, 
How's this! why is not Genevive a modeſt girl? 


| 

| 

t 

a 
Jacos. i 

O, yes, Sir, very modeſt—as to what concerns t 
the carrying a How d'ye, or dropping a courtſey— tc 


but as to making a nian a good wife, I muſt ac- 
knowledge I haye no great notion of the modeſty 


ſhe has for that purpoſe, 
| Dovciy, 


V. 


C 
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Dovcin, 


And pray, Sir, what have you to reproach her 
with? (ſpeaking gravel.) 
| Jacos, 


Ha, ha, Sir—you know beſt, the ſhort and the 
Jong of that affair—you was by and I was not. 
But 1 hope there is no offence in gueſſing, Sir. 


Dovcin. 


You are pleas'd to be witty, Mr. Jacob, there- 
fore pray afford me your attention, in my turn.— 
All you imagine about Genevive, is entirely falſe 
but, ſuppoſing it true, I know ſeveral gentlemen 
in Paris, who are now perſons of conſideration, 
very rich, with great attendance, who owe the riſe of 
their grandeur to nothing but their marrying with 
your Genevive's. Now, do you conceit yourlelf a 
better man than any of them ? or is it the fear of 
being laugh'd at, that frights you? and who muſt 
laugh ar you? who knows you? are you a crea- 
ture of any conſequence in life? pray, who will 
trouble their heads about your honour? or will 
any body ſo much as imagine there is any belong- 
ing to ſuch a wretch as you ?—Go, go, my lad, 
the honour of ſuch as you, is to have wherewithal 
to ſubſiſt, and wherewich to raiſe yourſelves out of 
your original obſcurity—do you underſtand me ?— 
the meaneſt of men in this world, are they who 
haye nothing. | 
| Jac 


186 The FORTUNATE PEASANT: Or, 


Jacos. 
No matter for that, Sir; I had rather be the 
meaneſt of men, than the moſt unhappy. 
Dovcin, (frowning.) 
Your reſolution is taken then ? 
| - J ACQOB, 
 Troth, Sir, I am very forry for it—but what 
wou'd you have me do? In our village we have 
a cuſtom of marrying none but maids ; and if 
there happens to be any girl who has been cham: ' 
bermaid to a gentleman, why ſhe mult &en con- 
tent herſelf with a gallant ; for as for the chance 
of a huſband, there's no ſuch thing---it's a rule 
amongſt us, and eſpecially in our family; my 
mother was married a maid, her mother the ſame, 
and fo from grandmothers to great grandmothers--- 
I came into the world, Sir, directly as I tell you, 
and am oblig'd to make no alteration in that 
Dover, (anerily.) 

You are a raſcal !—Here you have openly pre- 
tended love to Genevive— at firſt you was ambiti- 
ous of nothing but the happineſs of marrying her, 
as ſhe and others can teſtify—but now you have 
the impudence to accuſe her, of not being a girl of 
honour : It ſeems you have got that impertinent 
notion in your head, and conſequently I do 
not queſtion, but your tongue runs accordingly, 
when you talk of her; and, it ſeems, its — 

ut 
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but my pure good will to her that occaſions all 


this injuſtice Indeed, Maſter Jacob, I ſhall 
take another courſe; and ſince I have troubled 
myſelf ſo far, and you have had money of her, 
upon the footing of a perſon, who was to he her 
huſband, I ſhan't allow you to make a fool of 
her—I won't leave you at liberty to hurt her 
therefore if you do not marry her, your next 
buſineſs ſhall be with me- I give you twenty-four 
hours to determine it—chuſe either her hand, or 
a jail---that, yillain ! is all at preſent I have to fay 


to you. (Ext. 
Jacos, (alone.) 
(be ſtands flupified. 


What will become of me? Unhappy Jacob! 
I am afraid I was to blame for taking any of 
Genevive's money it eertainly made me a kind of 
accomplice, in that breach of virtue, which pro- 
cur'd it. 


Enter GENEviIve. 


GENEVIVE. 


Sa, Mr. Jacob; 1 was told the Director had 
ſent for you, and have been impatient ever 
ſince to know the buſineſ What has he ſaid 


to you? 


JAcos. 
Sofdy, Mrs, Genevive ; I have four-and-twenty 
hours 
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hours before me to make you an anſwer in, and! 

ſhan't ſay a word *till the laſt minute. (going, 
| | GENEVIVE. 

What mean you? for heaven's ſake ſpeak to 
me! pray ſpeak to me, Jacob 


| Jacos. 
Four-and-twenty hours hence, Mrs. Geniviye, 
(running off. 
GENEvIvE. 


I am confounded, and amaz'd ! what can all 
this mean ?---the Director muſt inform me. ( Exit. 


SCENE IV. Mr;. HazzzrD's Apartment. 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. alone. 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 


I never yet met with any author, who gave 2 juſt 
definition of love Women often fancy themſelves 
in love, when, in reality, it is no ſuch matter 
The diverſion of an amour—the little commotion 
that an intrigue raiſes in their breaſts; the natural 
inclination to be courted, and the pleaſure of deny- 
ing, makes them think that what they feel is pai- 
ſion, when in truth it is nothing but a coquette- 


humour. (pau/ing.) But the emotions I feel for 
4 | this 
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this charming innocent youth, 1s nature without 
diſguiſe ! The world will fay, my pride ſhou'd de- 
tend me from entertaining ſo low a paſſion—thus 
the real pleaſures of life are 2 to falſe ap- 


peerances. 


Enter Jacos crying. 


| Jacos. 
Oh, Madam your poor ſervant is ruin'd. for 


ever. 
Mrs. Hapnenp, jun. 


And what is the matter, my poor Jacob — 
Why are thy eyes bath'd i in tears f 


Jacon. 

(throwing himſelf at ber fert. 

Oh, my good miſtreſs ! your poor ſervant muſt 

be haul'd away to priſon, within theſe * 
twenty hours. 


Mrs. HazzenD, jun. 
'To priſon! Haſt thou committed my baſe crime? 


. 


Jacos. 
Quite the contrary, Madam : it is becauſe I 
won't commit a baſe crime. 


Mrs. HABBER D, jun. 
Pri thee explain — 


Jacon, 
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5 \ | Jacos.'. 

„150 ro: a a credit to you, Madam; 
* re you did but how is it poſſible ? How 
-can I get any credit for you, when they won't ſo 
much as let me keep the little I have for myſelf 
The Director ſays, he won't fuffer me to give my. 
ſelf the air of having any—What a deplorable 
place is this, Madam] Here a man muſt be {nt 
to jail, for ſtanding upon his credit, but he that 


has. none to ſtand on, muſt be enterta'n'd in the 


beſt parlour—— Marry a gentleman's chamber. 
maid, and yoy ſhall have purſes of money, and 
fine cloaths ; but be honeſt, and they l clap you on 
a ſtone double. 


Mrs. Hass, jun. 

You amaze me, nt I don't yet under- 
. 88 
Arn T 2007; IMC Jacos.- 
- Theſe are the Director's ſentiments, Madam! 
who, begging your pardon, wou'd have me 
int his bay nes 1 | 
701422 3 Mrs. Hanno, jus. 

Riſe, Jacob—What is this thou art raving about, 
2 a chambermaid !---Has the Director one * ? 


| Jaeos, 14 
Yes, he has, Madam; Mrs. Genevive Who, 
it ſeems, was your ſiſtèr's It is Mrs, Genevive, 


I mean, who haunts me like a ghoſt—and _ 
© <7 - t! 


> . „ mM 


5 
, 
1 
Cc 
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the Director commands me to marry. Pity me, 
Madam, and lend me your protection—this jail 
he threatens me with almoſt diſtracts me (altering 
his tone, and ſpeaking ſoftly.) I fancy, it wou'd be 
moſt adviſable to run away, madam, 


Mrs. Hanskxp, Jun. 


No, no, Jacob, doubt not my prote&tion—this 
account fills me with amazement Give me but 
ſome proof of this, and I will not only protect thee, 
but give thee ample ſatisfaction, for this intended 
baſeneſs—O, I fee Genevive ſauntring this way 
(peaking ſoftly.) perhaps if I retire ſhe will ſpeak 
to you—entice her this wer, and keep within my 
hearing, (Mrs. Habberd retires, 

| Jaco. (beating loudly ) 


I ſhall obey your commands, madam. 
(bums a tune, 


Enter GENEVIVE. 


GENEVIVE. 


Are you there, ungrateful traitor chou vit 


lain! (taking bold of his fleeve) who, not content 
with refuſing my hand, loadeſt me with ſhame and 


diſgrace:— the Director has told me all; ſpeak, 


what reaſon have you to ſay, that I am not a girl of 
honour ? | 


Tacos, 
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| Jacos. 


1 Por heaven 5 ſake, Mrs. Genevive, give me time 
to conſider-lt s neither your being, or not ben a 
girl of honour, that I heſitate at z—it's only your 
purſes of gold, and other fine gew-gaws, which 
I really believe would be as much for your honour 
to be without. As your honour was, before this 
| diſcovery, I lik'd it well enough; but what figyi. 
fies your talking at this rate? why ſhould you and 
I quarrel—indeed I was a little to blame in my be- 
-haviour to the Direor.—But why cou'd not yoo 
as well have told me the truth, there's nothing ſo 
engaging as ſincerity and yet you are a diſſembler, 
but then you are a pretty diſſembler.— ] know the 
whole affair between you; and therefore cou d not 
bear the ſound of the propoſal from the Director; it 
wou'd have been leſs frighiful from a pretty mouth: 
Now, had you acknowledg'd your little trip, 
ſhou'd not have matter d it ſo much at leaſt a wo- 
man's oblig'd to a man for taking things ſo civilly; 
but to force the bit into my mouth in ſhort, it 
was not uſing me fair—you ought to have made 2 
generous confeſſion—indeed, Mrs. Genevive, you 


ought, 


IN 


Genevive. 
Well—Jacob—why then I will confels (0% 
| Jacos. 


Come on then—nay, no tears, 


GERNE- 


mm S&©S FF» 


1th 


NATURE ill PREVAIL. 193 


Genevive. 
Will you forgive me, Jacob? 
| Jacos. 


Thoſe eyes, my little Genevive, were not only 
made to implore forgiveneſs, but to obtain it too, 


- Genevive 
Why then - the Director purſu'd, and I ran from 
him, 
Jacos, 
To be ſure. 
GENEvIve. 


But, at laſt, he threw purſes of gold at my head, 
viich gave me ſuch a dizzineſs—that— fell down 
-nd-ſo—but—I pick'd up the purſes—won't 
you go my halves, Jacob? 

Jacos. 

Alas! alas! Mrs. Genevive, this is a very un- 
ky affair for, unleſs my eyes very much de- 
ive me, you ſeem to thrive, by the pious endea- 
urs of this churchman ! very ſhortly, I preſume, 
Ju vill be able to preſent him with an heir to his 
"ety, ' ; 


GENEvive. 
Why, indeed, to deal ſincerely with you, Jacob, 


.) I have ſome ſuch fears — but, indeed, Jacob, 
Vor. II. 0 


for 
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for the future, you may depend upon the prudence 
of my conduct. 
Jacos. 
But the misfortune is, this prudence comes to 
late— tis like a phy fician to a dead patient, 
Wo 1. GEnEvivs. 
nn uk I loſe you then ? 


Jacos. 


As to that—l'll conſider on't—but I muſt have 
a little time to ſettie * heart. Hark, I hear ſome. 
body coming—odlo, *tis my Lady—fly, my little 
Genevive. TH (Exit Genevive,) 


Re-enter Mrs. HanpERD, Jun. 


Mrs HA BBERD, jun. 


Very well, Jacob—l am convinced of their baſe 
neſs, and your virtuous diſpofition—what a com- 
plicated ſcene of villainy is here ?—but I will re. 
ward thiee - amply reward thee, for this thy pri- 


dent re, 
| Enter Mrs. HABBERD, /n. f a 
Jacob bews reſpetiſully, and retires to the back of don 


ſcene.) 
Mrs. HaBBERD, ſen. 
I thought you was alone, ſiſter ; ſurely you & 
md 


f tht 
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"I 


£ 


mean yourſelf, by your extraordinary indulgencies 


do that fellow. 


Ars. HasRERD, jun. 


I fear Pride hath a greater ſhare than Goodneſs 
in the reproofs we generally give other people for 
their faults, my blameleſs ſiſter. 


Mrs. HaBBtRD, ſen. 


My faules, faſter, ere too ſmall to be ſecrets---I 
can freely confeſs them. 


| Mrs. HABBERD, Jun. 


When we confels ſmall faults, ſiſter, it is Fo 
yith a deſign to make people believe we have no 
great ones, | 


Mrs. HaBBERD, ſen. 


Prav, deareſt ſiſter, what great faults of mine 
have fallen within your nice diſcernment ? 


Mrs. HaBBtRrD, jun. 


PII tell you, fiſter.---Attend without ( Jacob, 
who bows, and goes ont). You fee I have ſome diſcre- 
don, even in the midſt of my -reſentment, and 
You'd hide your bluſh, tho' you have wilfully ex- 
poled mine.--.Your reverend friend, the Director, 
io wham vou have granted extraordinary indulgencies, 

| O 2 15 
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is a ViLLAin !---nay, ſtart not, ſiſter, I'll prove i 
to you, though with concern, becauſe the proof 
muſt blaſt your reputation ; for your partial friend. 
ſhip for an bypocrite, will render you ſuſpicious, 


Mrs. HABBERD, /en. 


Have a care, Madam !---you have a dangerou: 
taſk take notice I warn you of your danger! 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 

When we proceed on facts, that can be fully 
proved, there is no danger. -A man, on the pin- 
nacle of ambition ! ſurrounded by power ! under 
ſelf· conviction, and ſuch proof, wou'd ſtand tot- 
tering on a dangerous precipice !---Therefore, [ 
muſt warn you of your danger, ſiſter, of continuing 
your Platonic ſports, with a man, who has prov'd, 
that the Bopy has a greater ſhare in that paſſion 
than the Mixp ! has proy'd it on your wad ! your 
PREGNANT Genevive! 

Mrs. HABZBERD, ſen. 

Genevive! you rave; Madam ! what can no cha. 

racter eſcape your ſlander? not even a reverend 


character 


Mrs. HABBERo, jun. 


If you are not a witneſs of his hypocriſy, ſiſter; 


a confederate hypocrite | in that I ſhall rejoict- 


Put of this I am certain, that your maid, in my 
| hearing 
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hearing, confeſs d herſelf debauch'd by our reve- 
fend friend: and the innocent, virtuous young 
man, who waits without, has been, juſt now, clo- 
ſeted, and threatened by his reverendſhip with a 
jail, if he does not ſpeedily marry her to conceal 
their guilt, which, it ſeems, a /iving witneſs, a child! 
is going to bring to light. 


Mrs. HanBtrD, en. 
It's mighty well, Madam, you'll anſwer this ? 
© (Exit baſtih.) 
Mrs. Hanmer, jun. 


Ay, and prove it, ſiſter—She's ſtrangely diſ- 
order'd | I fear with too much cauſe. Who's there? 


Re-enter Jacos, bowing. 


Obſerye me, Jacob; I am determined inſtantly to 
leave this houſe : I brought you hither, and be- 
ſides that I am oblig'd to you—therefore you ſhall 
go with me. 


Jacos, 
Madam, I have no miſtreſs here but you. 1 


Mrs. HABBFERD, jun, 


| You aſſiſted me the other morning in my diſtreſs, 
with ſo much concern, and have behaved yourſelf 
O 3 | ſo 
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ſo prudently ever fince, that—] am ſenſibly affe@tea 
with i it. 


Facos. 


What happineſs is mine] heaven be prais'd for 
directing my way over the New Bridge] but as to 
the aſſiſtance I gave you, Madam, who cou d ſee 
ſuch a Lady as you taken ill, without being in pain 
for her? but there are ſome people whoſe faces 


make every body their friend ; and one of thoſe 
faces heaven has beſtow'd upon you—pray, Madan, 
excule my expreſſions. 


Mrs. HABEN D, jun. 


Thou expreſſeſt thyſelf pleaſantly, and fo art- 
leſsly, that I can't help being pleas'd; but 
more of this as we paſs—I will take- lodgings diſ- 
tant from this houſe—the place ſhall be a ſecret— 
let me fee—a coach may be dodg*d—your arm, 
Jacob, ſhall aſſiſt me—wait for me below. 

(Exit Jacl.) 

Let me ſee can I bear the ſound of the real 
truth, now I am alone? have a ſecret\liking 
to that innocent. young man—— nay, even a love 


beyond what I ever felt for the ſex — He has an 
agreeable perſon, and ſeems to have a lively under- 
ſtanding : who knows, but making him a man of 
fortune, may lay him under jack* an obligation, 


as may prove him an indearing huſband? — Buy 
; what 
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what ſays my Pride? why, nothing. Nature 
whiſpers, that I am in the decline and the men 
of mode ſay that few women's worth laſts longer 
than their beauty. Let me therefore purſue my 
private real happineſs. 


Tho Pride is burt, and angry friends fhou'd rail, 
Yet Nature—powerful Nature, will prevail. 
(Exit, 


End of the Szcond Act. 
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4 © i 0 III. 


SCENE I. M... La Lain's Hy. 
Mrs. HABBERD, jun. Jacos, Mrs. La Lai, 


Mys. La LAIx. 


| J an ſure, Madam, walking all over the houſe 
muſt have fatigued you pray, ſit down here, 
and let me fetch you ſome little refreſhment— 
indeed, Madam, I will, for to confeſs the truth, 
Madam, you have a countenance I have long 
wiſhed to be acquainted with you'll pardon my 
frankneſs, Madam. (runs out.) 
Mrs. HaBDrRD, jun. (laugbing.) 
Ha, ha, ha, ha! what an extraordinary compoſi 
tion is this landlady of ours? what a deluge of no- 
purpoſe ſtories has ſhe o erwhelm'd us with, purely 
by the ſuperfluous bounty of a tittle-tattle heart? 
Jaco, 
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Jacos, 


She has open'd al! her heart to us, Madam 
let me ſee if I can remember the ſubſtance of it— 
ſhe begun with her only daughter---run over all the 
actions of her infancy---what ſickneſs ſhe had 
and left her at the preſent age of eighteen then 
ſhe fell upon the ſubject of her dear deceas'd huſ- 
band—began with her courtſhip told you how long 
it laſted—paſſed from that to their marriage—gave 
you an account of the life they led together—he 
was one of the beſt men in the world—mighty 
addicted to his ſtudy, and therefore, got a good 
deal by his knowledge and good management—he 
was naturally a little jealous, occaſioned by the ex- 
traordinary love he bore her that he was ſubject to 
the gravel (God knows what he ſuffer'd) the great 
care ſhe took of him—in ſhort, he died in a very 
chriſtian manner—Speaking this, ſhe wiped her eyes, 
for ſhe really ſhed tears; which was becauſe this 
melancholly part of the ſtory required it, not be- 
cauſe of the loſs itſelf; for directly ſhe went to 
ſomething elſe, which made it as neceſſary to laugh, 
and accordingly ſhe laugh'd. 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha! why, thou halt an admirable 
memory, and a deal of pleaſantry in thy manner 
| believe I ſhall like this woman---I was amuſed 


»"*\ her trifling narrations ; they ſay, every woman's 
a o0ofſi1., 
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a goſſip, or takes a pleaſure in hearing thoſe who 
are =I take her to be an honeſt well-meanins 
woman, and very religious, for I have remark'd 
her to be conſtant at chapel. It was neceſſary ſhe 
ſhould have ſome little knowledge of me, to prevent 
the queſtions, neceſſary, to be aſked a ſtranger — 
you obſerved, I mention'd nothing before our 
landlady, that could give her the leaſt ſuſpicion of 
your being a ſervant---it is not poſſible the ſhould 
gueſs it by your dreſs, therefore I charge you to 
regulate your behaviour by mine, 


Jacos. 


Dear Madam, heaven reward your good inten- 
tions, But---Madam---perhaps---this very notable 
landlady, may aſk me a few queſtions concerning 
myſelf---ſhe may fay, who are you ?---Now, Mz- 
dam---who wou'd you pleaſe to have me to be? 


Mrs. HaBBERD, jun. (/miling.) 
As to your name, you mean ?—why, call yourſelf 
La Villa, your own name, and my kinſman, one 
who lives with me to manage my affairs---Mr. La 


Villa will found well, it's a good name; belides, 3s 
I have already told you, we will ſoon make our- 


ſelves eaſy upon that article ; a few hours will ſerve 
to determine my thoughts; and indeed, J muſt be 
ſudden, for our circumſtances won't admit of a 
delay. | | 5 
| Tacos. 
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o fortunate La Villa ! tranſporting couſin ! but 
yer, my fair couſin, was I to chuſe my own quality, 
it hou'd not be that of your kinſman; no, no, I 
have a better taſte than that comes to; the relation- 
ſhip does me honour, but ſumertimes, honour and 


happineſs go together is ĩt not ſo, madam ? 


Mrs. HaBBzRD, jun. 

do not rightly underſtand you, La Villa (- 

ing) I cannot apprehend what this quality is you 
wou'd chuſe ? 


' 
J 


Jacos. 


I muſt beg your pardon, madam, I * not ad- 
vance one ſtep farther ;—it wou'd not become me 
to forget the — I owe you, tho” you are my 
relation, 


AK 


Re-enter Mrr. LA PLAN 4 Serpant 2 
0 ing ber with wine. 288 


Mr. LA LAW. 
Pray, madarn, fit here (lifting 'a chair ) Sir, thy 
beſeated (they It round rhe table) Lell venture to fay, 
here's a glaſs of as good Champaign as any in all 
Paris come, madam, to your health Sir, to your 
nclinations drinks.) This young gentleman's 


EXT a- 
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extraordinary modeſt look, makes me believe he 
was not bred in Paris. 
Mrs. HaBserD, jun. 
You gueſs right, Mrs. La Lain—He has bee 
but a very ſhort time in Paris. 


Mrs. La LAIx. 
Well, I think a modeſt young man, the moſt 


charming ſight in the world 
Jacos. 


Excepting one, madam. 
Mrs. La Lam. 
Ay, Sir, pray what's that ? 


Jacos, 
A modeſt woman ! 
Mrs. LA Laix. 

Hah! that's very ſmartly obſerv'd indeed, Sir 
Lord, madam, this young gentlemen. is as like my 
late huſband, when he feſt made love to me, as one 
drop of water is like another. Eighteen years ago, 
he was juſt ſuch another ſweet-temper'd, handſome, 
young man but heaven was pleas'd to take him 
. away=you look, and talk, Sir, for all the world u 
he talk'd! 


Airs. HABE an, jun. 
Ay, eighteen years ago, when he made love to 


you! 
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you but, Mrs. La Lain, was not his file aller d, 
25 before he died ? 


Mrs. La Lain. 


Alas! madam, I am mightly alter'd ſince then 
am not the ſame—and yet, poor La Lain doated 
on me to the very laſt. 

"Mrs. HanztrD, jun. 

But moſt of you widows have-an agreeable man- 
ner of praiſing your dead huſbands; now I ſhopld 
be glad to know, Mrs. La Lain, what ſort of im- 
preſſion this good huſband has left in you—has it 
determin'd yon ur for the ſtate of matrimony, or 
widowhood ? 


MW.. La Lai. 


Ay, lord,” madam ! there's a wide difference, for 
no poor creature was ever ſo diſtreſſed as I have 
been in the ſtate of widowhood ! ſuch follicitations 
from new lovers—ſuch offers ! and yet for all that, 
I am ſure I can never bear the thoughts of taking 
ay man to bed to me unleſs it * 
bles my late dear huſband. 


Mrs. HanBtRD, jun. 


Do you hear that, La Villa? — you muſt take 
care of . heart. | 


Jacos. 


A perſon, madam, of Mrs. La Lain's attractions, 
muſt 
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0 5 „ 1105 
muſt needs have lovers that t wou'd berivals too for. 
midable for me. 

Mrs. La Lam. 

Ay, you're a pleaſant creaturè one ſhou'd never 
be tit'd of yo.]. Sir, I muſt confeſs, you wou'd 
meet with ohe, who is likely to prove very trouble. 
ſome on ſuch an occaſion ne who is fo ſollicitous, 
ſo confident, and ſo preſſing that 


04 2.2 19 be HapsnzRD, jun. | 
„He vill — faccerd—is * not x fo widow ? 


J 44% „ 


N 2. 4 
0 4 Eur Sin 
| \ SERVANT. | | 

Madam, Mr. L'Blanc defirs to ſpeak, to you, 
(} s 64] Ms. 3 

That s be; !-—don't you {ee 1 am engag'd, why 
did FRO A nee! 

„ t. (5 ee 


a FY | Mhs. Hanthn», fun. 

O, by no means, Mrs. La Lain—we will not de- 
prive you of ſo mych pleaſure, as the company of 
ſuch, a preſſing gentleman.—Belidey that, I have 
ſome buſineſs with my couſin La Villa—a letter, 
which I want him to write for me, which we will 
then take the opportunicy of doing. 

Bae. 10 Mr La 
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Mrs. La Laiy. 


If fo—why then, d'ye hear, tell Mr, L'Blanc, I'll 
wait on him this minute—you know, madam, you 
may command me. (r1/ing.) 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 


Only to follow your inclinations, dear widow— 
nay, no ceremony. | (Exit La Lain. 
Jacos. 
Ha, ha, ha 
Mrs. Haszerv, jun. 


Well, my merry couſin, ſnut the door, and now 
obſerve me, Mr. La Villa; for what I am going to 
ſay to you, is of great conſequence to us both; but 
I fancy you can gueſs upon what our buſineſs 
turns. 

Jacos. 


Alas] my gracious madam—methinks I fre fome- 
thing, but the fear of amuſing myſelf, perplexes 
my ſight, and what I ſee confounds me, becauſe of 
my little merit Good heaven, is it poſſible, that 
my perſon 1 is not diſpleaſing to you ! this, madam, 
is what it ſeems to me, and if I was certain of it, | 
| ſhou'd be bleſt indeed. os 


"Oy Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 


Yes, La Villa, fince you underſtand me, and 


lince it affords thee ſo much En, enjoy it in 
full W ee if 


*2 


Jacos. 
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| > 
Can ſuch a happineſs be the portion of a poor 
country lad? O why was I a farmer's ſon !—why 
was my father unfortunate ! 


Mrs. Hansesp, jun. 


Why. had you been rich, and in a condition to 
have told me, I love you, madam, wou'd you have 
told me fo, La Villa? 

Jacos. | 

With courage, and with tranſport, madam ! hut 
ever ſince I firſt ſaw you, I have done nothing but 
confeſs my paſſion—had I been worthy your atten- 
tion, madam, you might eaſily have read, in my 
eyes, what my Toda was afraid to utter: they 
never look'd upon your's, but they talk'd to you, as 
I talk'd to you now; I was always in love, 1 adore 
you—words, which are wrote in every feature of 
my — 
Mt. HABBERD, jun. 

Well, child, obſerve me! When you met with 
me, I had been a long time weary of living with 
my lifter, upon account of her unſociable temper; 
but not knowing what method of life to purſue, 
made me continue it ; ſometimes I had thoughts of 
boarding with the devotces—ſomerimes again | 
thought of marrying; I am not yet of an age to 
renounce that ſtate, ſaid I to myſelf; J have an 
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handſome fortune, and if I cou'd meet with an ho- 
heſt man, of a good temper and good character, 1 
ſhould be happy for the reſt of my days. I valued 
not whether he was rich or poor—nor was I more 
curious concerning his family, provided it was a 
creditable one that is, only obſcure, not vile, and 
deſpicable—for my parents were only ſubſtantial 

people of buſineſs; they made no figure there- 
2 I waited till Providence, to whom I entirely 
referred myſelf, ſhou'd guide me to the man I 
lought for—and it was then I found him, when I 
met you on the New Bridge. You are he, for 
whom heaven has reſerved me! you are the man I 
ſought—with whom I ought to live—and to whom 


| give myſelf. 
Jacos. -(kneeling.) 

On my knees let me receive this invaluable gift, 
| undeferving as I am—4ll the advantage is mine 
and all the bounty your's: 

Mrs.'HaBBERD, jun. 
Riſe, La Villa—yes—T will marry thee—and 


ſince our living together thus is liable to cenſure, 
ve muſt haſten our marriage. 


| Jacos. 


Surely, Madam, by the help of a friend, we may 
et a prieſt to bleſs us this night. 


Vor, II. P Mrs, 


210 The FORTUNATE PEASANT: Or, 


Mrs. HAaBBERD, jun. 
True, we ſhall want a friend I could wiſh for 
a diſcreet one ; for I deſign to conceal our marri. 
age for a little while, becauſe of my fiſter—and ! 
don't know who to get. 


Jacos. 


What think you of our landlady, Madam ? ſhe's 
2n obliging ſort of a woman, and may be prevailed 
on to keep our counſel, 


Mrs. Hants, jun. 


I agree to ir—and the rather becauſe it will put 
an end to thoſe impertinent advances, ſhe juſt now 
made you, and which, perhaps, ſhe might otherwiſe 
continue, Who knows, but her lover, who is with 
her, may be of ſome uſe to us? I have ſome deſire 
to ſee him—pri'thee child, fetch La Lain hither; 
tell her, I want to ſpeak with her. 


(Exit Jacob, who firft bows re/pe8ſulh.) 


What worth ! what real merit this youth diſcovers! 
this confirms the character I have had of him—that 
ke is the ton of a farmer, who lately liv'd in good 
repute, one who had given his children a good 
education, 


ye 
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Re-enter JacoB, with Mrs. La Lain, 


| Mrs. La Lain. 
Well, my dear Madam, what are your com- 
mands with me ? . 


Ms. HABEN D, jun. 
Pray fit down Mrs. La Lain, you ſeem one 
of the beſt women in the world, and I have a ſe- 
cret to diſcloſe to you, concerning an affair, in which 


you may be of ſervice to me. 


* Mrs. La Lai. 


O my dear Lady, what ſervice can I do you? 
pray ſpeax but ſtay, not yet—ſtay till I've ſhur 
the door; for if it is a ſecret, no-body ſhou'd over- 
hear us. (be runs to the doo r.) Javote ! Javote l if 
any body comes to enquire for me, ſay I am gone 
out—Let no body come up to the Lady's apart- 
ment neither; for we have a ſecret to talk of to- 
gether, do you hear? (ute the door, and returns.) 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 


O, Mrs. La Lain, you ſhould not have told 
your ſeryant, that we had a ſecret to talk of. 


La Lain, 
O, no matter, Madam do not let that trouble 
Jou—if I had not given her that charge, ſhe would 


haye interrupted ug—Come, Madam, what is this 
P 2 affair ? 
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affair? I defy you to produce any body who wiſhes 
you better—withqut reckoning that I am the con- 
fidant of all my acquaintance; when they have 
once told me a ſecret, why mum for that! J have 
my mouth ſew'd up—I am ſpeechleſs—It was but 
yeſterday, Mrs. Cocain, who has a huſband that 
devours all before him, . brought me a thouſand 
livres to keep for her; he'd devour them too, if he 
knew where to find them; but I will warrant him 
for that—they are ſafe enough. 


Mrs. HaBBERD, jun. (aſide to Jacob.) 
Theſe proofs are but bad encouragement to us. 
JacoB. (aſide to Mrs. Habberd.) 
But fince you have promis'd her a fecret, it 
wou'd, perhaps, be worſe to refuſe it her, than to 
tell it, 
Mrs. La Lai. 
Come, come, Madam, pray ſpeak. 
Mrs. HaBBERD, jun. 
I ſhall have done, Mrs. La Lain, in two words.— 
It is this—Mr. La Villa, that you ſee here, and /, 
are going to be married. 
| Mrs. La Las, 
What, together? | 
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Mrs. Hr en, jun. 


ves — I have conſented to take him for a 
huſband. 


Mrs. La Lain. 


Ay, ay,—why it's mighty well—he is young 
he will laſt a long time pray, have you been long 


ſweet-hearts ? 
Mrs. HasntRD, jun. (confuſed) 
Monſtrous queſtion ! 
Mrs. La Lax. 
But have you got your diſpenſation ?—you are 
couſins. 


Jacos. 
We have no need of one—we were only rela- 


tions through decency, and to hinder the reflections 


of the world, 
Mrs, La Lain. 


Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! that's pleaſant enough—why - 
you tell me things I ſnou'd never have dream'd of. 
As it your wedding then, which you would conſult 


me about? 


Mrs. HanntrD, jon. 


That is not all—we wou'd keep our marriage 


Private, becauſe of a ſiſter 1 have, who PREY 
might make a diſturbance. 


_ Mrs: 


——— ö— OOO CO OO—__ SS C—_—_—__ 6 
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Ars. La LAN. 

A diſturbance ! for what? becauſe of your age? 
truly that wou'd be pretty indeed ! why, it was but 
laſt week, that an old Lady of threeſcore and ten, 
was married in our pariſh church, to a Cadet of 
twenty! age is for the old—what buſineſs have 
other people to trouble their heads about it? 


Mrs. HaBBERD, jun. (confuſed) 
I am not ſo old neither, Madam. 


Mrs. La Lain. 

No, no, indeed——you are of an age to marry, 
if ever you do—after all one loves what one loves: 
they may think you have a young huſband— 
but what of all that? you met with him young— 
if he's hut twenty, that's no more your fault than 
his—let me tell you, Madam, the younger the bet- 
ter—why, he will have youth enough for you both 
twenty years more—twenty years leſs---tho' it 
were thirty---the one is no more an offence to hea- 
ven than tother---why, what can they ſay then ?— 
why, then the worſt of it is, that he is young enough 
io be your ſon. If you had one, perhaps, he wow'd 
not prove ſuch a handſome ſpark—ay, ay, Madan, 
laugh at people's idle prate—and then tell me what 
farther? _ 

Mrs. HABBERD, jun. (aſide) 


O monſtrous! what will become of me? 
| Mos 
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Mrs. La Lain. 

Well—you wou'd keep your marriage private 
is it not ſo? why, that will be very eaſy—you 
have no blab to fear—l have taken care of that 
nothing can betray you---but go on, Madam. 

| Mrs. HanBtRD, jun, 

If you make ſuch long comments upon every ar- 
ticle, Mrs. La Lain, I ſhall never go on---But, in 
regard to my age, Madam, I am very glad to ac- 
quaint you, that I have no occaſion to be afraid of 
people's idle prate---for at forty, which I am--- 


Mrs. La Lars. 

Farty ! why, that's nothing, Madam---why it 
is but twenty more than he is; truly, I took you 
to be more; but, it was his looks which deceiv'd 
me, in compariſon of your's——Forty is nothing, 
Madam : Oh ! your fon may make you a mother 
yet ——Juſt ever againſt us lives a Lady, who 
lay-in laſt month, ac five and forty; and I warrant 
ſhe won't ſtick out at five and forty---though, be- 
tween you and I, her huſband is threeſcore and 
twelve Oh! it's mighty well——you are com- 
V. and he is young; I will engage you will have 
children: but tell me tell me—wou'd you have 
me help you to a Notary, to draw the contract? I 


will wait on you to mine ; or ſhall I bid Javote go 
and defire him to ſtep here ? 


Ars. 


„ 4 a Sy rs — — — — — — — 
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Mrs. HazBzrD, jus. 


Have you forgot already, that I wou'd have my 
marriage kept a ſecret ? 


ES Lam. 


Oh! na, no, no—we will go to him in private- 
are there any banes publiſh'd this morning ? 


Jacos. 
That is the very affair in which Mrs. Habberd 


begs your aſſiſtance—as alſo to procure us another 
witneſs with yourſelf—and a prieſt, 


1 Mrs. La Lain. 


Can any thing be more fortunate—there is Mr. 
La Blanc below in the parlour, the gentleman you 
ſent me to, Madam, that will (to oblige me) do 
your buſineſs to the greateſt nicety imaginable— 
He is intimately acquainted with a prieſt, one whom 
he propoſes, ſhall do him the happy . favour—he 
will ſuit you exactly - and d'you obſerve, Madam, 
who can be a more proper, or a more ſafe friend, 
aad witneſs for you, than my humble ſcrvant, Mr. 
La Blanc—conclude it done, Madam — come come, 
— forty, and afraid gf people's idle prate about 
your marrying ! no, no, never let that diſturb you 
—adiev, adieu, my dear Madam—your fervaat, 
Mr. La Villa. | ( Exit La Lain.) 


Mrs. HaBBERD, jun. 


VV hat a ridicylous woman is this—with her 4! 
an 
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and her mother! and her ſon !—I am ſorry I diſ- 
covered our affairs to her, La Villa—If I am as old 
in thy eyes, as I appear to be in her's, I would not 
adviſe thee to marry me. 


Jacos. 


My deareſt Lady, did not you perceive a little 
rancour at the bottom of all that? hark'ee, couſin, 
between you and I, if you was to drop me, I be- 
lieve ſhe would gladly pick me up, in caſe I was 
willing ; which I ſhould never be; ſor after you, 
all the women in the world would be as nothing to 
me——But, ſtay, my Lady, I wil! ſhew you your 
age (runs to a little glaſs, and preſents it before "ng 
here, look at your forty. 


Met. HABBERD, jun. 


My dear child, you are very obliging but I am 
really the age I mentioned your good- nature is 
very acceptable, and I will inſtantly reward it— 
but, to our buſineſs—let me ſee—I muſt ſend for 
perſons to new dreſs you directly for theſe im- 
pertinent, notable people, are always ſwift in the 
execution of their deſigns we muſt take care to 
be ready for them, 


Jacos. 


and 


* 


Let my tears thank you, for I cannot ſpeak 85 


— æ U -n —²˙w . Ü 
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and if I cou'd——words were not made to vent 
ſuch thoughts as mine— 


With fortune bleft---by fuch a charming wife ! 


Sure grateful Love muſt cloſe my ſcene of life. 
| (Exeun, 


SCENE, another Room in Mrs. La Laix'; 
Houſe. 
La BLANC, alone. 


La BLAxc. 


Sure, of all the fatigues in life, the drudgery 
of a fortune-hunter is the moſt miſerable ; eſpe 
cially when the female happens to be a notable 
widow. How unpudent it is, to make a perſon of 
my figure and conſequence wait thus? In ſhort, 
the freedoms theſe vulgar people take, with us peo | 
ple of faſhion, are very irkſome Oh! here ſhe 
comes. 


Enter Mrs. La EAN, with Ber hood and ſearf 
on, drawing on gloves. h 
 Hey-day ! what now, my dear widow ? 


La Lain. 


©, Mr, La Blanc, don't interrupt me, =y 
m 
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muſt have a wedding here, it ſeems, directly, and 
you muſt be aſſiſting. 
| La Branc. 

Aſfiſting ! why, my dear widow, I not only pro- 
poſe to be aſſiſting, but to be the chief actor in the 
ceremony — why, pray, are not you, and I, the 
principal perſons concern'd ? 


Mrs. La Lam. 


You and I---no, no, there muſt go more words 
to that bargain. 

' LaBrianxc. 

What mean you? what am I to be jilted 
then? muſt I live to ſee a ſucceſsful rival? unmer- 
cifyl widaw ! 

La Laiv. 

Why, Mr. La Blanc, this is ſtrange, that a man 
of your wit, and parts, ſhould be jealous ! there's 
never a briſk young fellow in town, tho* no wit, 
heaven knows, - but, thinks too well of himſelf, to 
think ill of his miſtreſs now that you ſhould 
leſſen your opinion of yourſelf ——is it not 2 
ſhame ? 


'La BLANC. 


Why, don't you ſay, bere muſt be a wedding di- 
rectly? 


La 
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Mrs. La Lain. 

Ay, and ſo there muſt---bur it is between the 
Lady juſt come into my lodgings, about fifty years 
of age, and the prettieſt, well-made, young fl. 
low, of one and twenty !-——ay, Mr, La Blanc. 
what charming follies are we women Capable of 
committing ? | 

La BLaxc. 

Give me proof of it, widow, by committing the 
ſame, and call it by what name you pleaſe——if 
you have but as much faith and charity, as the 
Lady, I'll ſwear I have as much love as the gallant, 
and then let us have two weddings. 


Mes. La Lan. 


I mult confeſs I want a little of her faith-- for 
you young fellows are apt to have deſperate deſigns 
upon us widows want of money makes as de- 
vout Lovers, as Chriſtians, 


La-Braxc. 
But conſider, dear widow; I offer you no lels 
ſecurity than my liberty. 
Mrs. La Lain. 
Ay, dear Sir, I fear, Liberty is 'as poor a pawn 
to take up money on, as honour. Young fellows, 
now-a-days, are like the deſperate bankrupts of 


this age, who, if they can get people's fortunes in 
- their 
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their hands, care not, though they ſpend them in 
jail all their lives. 
La BLanc. 


But you widows, are commonly ſo wiſe as to be 
ſure your men are ſolvable before you truſt em. 


Mrs. La Lain. 


And can you blame us ? for my own part, I de- 
clare, I muſt know my man, over and over again, 
before I truſt him] hate to be deceived or diſ- 
appointed : a diſappointment is a ſad thing, Mr. 
 LaBlanc! © * 


La BL anc. 
Well, try me, try me, widow; and, if I either 


deceive or diſappoint you, why then---I'm no true 
man, of 


Mrs. La Lain. 


Well, well, all in good time, Mr. La Blane---bur 
at preſent, to the Lady's buſineſs.---I am going to 
fetch in the proper tradeſmen, to new dreſs the 
young gentleman--and Ihavepromis'd that you ſhall 
engage your reverend friend, Doctor what d'ye 
call him, to marry them—it will be a good job, I'll 
anſwer for it, it will be well worth his while; you 
may tell him, ſhe is a very generous, good- natur d 
Lady—and, Mr. La Blanc, you are invited to the 
wedding, as my particular friend, and a perſon very 
proper to be a witneſs. 


La Branc. 
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La Brac. 

Yes---of their happinets—and pray, dear uncon. 
ſcionable widow—why muſt not they, at the ſame 
time, be a witneſs to mine ? 

MM. La Las, 

Fair and ſoftly, good Mr. La Blanc, I'm in no 
ſuch haſte but, however, a good example, you 
know, is very prevalling. 


We all muſt yield, at laſt, do what we can, 


To the perſuaſroe, and the puſbing man. 
( Exeunt, 


End of the TuikD ACT. 


A” 
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S 1 IV. 


SCENE, Mrs. HABBTRD's apartment Ir 
La Lain's Horſe. 


Enter JacoB alone, new dreſs d. 


Jacos. 


A ND thus Jacob the poor peaſant is meta- 
morphos d into the gentleman! How my heart 
beats under this ſilk lining! Oh, what pleaſure! 
what magnificence !—for what's a handſome young 
fellow in an ordinary dreſs ?—Why he's buried 
alive—he's nothing—ſuch dupes are our eyes in 
that reſpect; or, if one's obſerv'd to be handſome, 
what merit is there in that? They'll cry, ay, ay, 
the man's well enough; there is but here and there 
a woman, leſs vain and coquetiſſi than the reſt, 

who has a better taſte. than this, and who won't be 


deceiy done or two ſuch I have met with. ; 
Mrs. | 


224 The FokTUNATE PBASANT! O, 
Enter Mrs. HABBERD, jun. and La Laty, 
(Jacob bows to Mrs. Habberd re/pefifuly, 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 


An amiable perſon like his, deſerves the advan. 
tage of dreſs—what an air he has? 


Mrs. La Lain. 


How, Madam! why he's perfectly charming 
what a delicate ſhape is there !—well, when ever | 


marry, I'll take a man who has exact ſuch a one. 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 

Dy'e hear that's no bad hint for you, La Villa; 
but, widow, methinks you are a little inj udicious 
to give it before me, becauſe that deprives the 
young gentleman of the liberty of making a proper 
reply. 3 
5 Jacos. 

But, Madam, in my opinion, that is the proof 
that Mrs. La Lain, has no covetuous meaning. 


Enter u Servant. 


SERVANT. 


Madam, Mr. La Blanc is without. 
Mes. La Lain. 
Oh, my friend, Mr. La Blanc, Madam, who! 


have employ d in your ſervice; he is return'd = 
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his friend the prieſt, who is to make you happy 
wgether—ſhall I introduce him, madam ? 


Mrs. Habsezp, jun. 
O, by all means. (Exit La Lain, who returns 
direftly with Mr. La Blanc. 
Mrs. La Lain. 
Madam, my good friend, Mr. La Blanc. (/alute. 


Mrs. Hasszzp, jun. 
Ha! I have ſeen that face ſomewhere, let me 


recolleft. (aſide.) 
Mrs. La LAW. 
Mr. La Villa, Sir, the happy bridegroom. 


La BLanc. 

In obedience to the commarids of Mrs. La Lain, 
and to contribute to the happineſs of ſuch a well 
deſigning lady and gentleman, I have engag'd my 
reverend friend, to give you his bleſſing : and per- 
mit me to obſerve, how much this ſmall ſervice 
you'd be overpaid, if I cou'd but engage ſuch 
powerful advocates to plead my cauſe with this 
agreeable widow for two weddings, that we might 
be mutual witneſſes of each others happineſs. 


| Mrs. Hazsz8o, Jun. 
Upon my word, Sir, it is but a reaſonable re- 
queſt, and muſt be granted you—Surely, widow, 


1 


Vor. II. Q you 
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you can have nothing to ſay againſt i.— ve are wit. 
neſſes that you have no averſion to marriage; there. 
fore vou can't exclaim againſt it now beſides, that 
method is only practis'd by deſperate widows in 
diſpair—they always rail againſt marriage which 
{they ſay) is the widow's way to it. 

Mrs. La Lain. 

Why, madam, wou'd you have us widows, as 
tractable as the wenches that eat oatmeal; and 
fool'd like them too? 

Jacos. 

But, Mrs. La Lain, I ſhou'd think, fince the vi- 
dow wants the natural allurement, which the vir- 
gin has, you ought to give men all proper encou- 
ragements. - : 

Mrs. La Las, 

Therefore, on the contrary, Sir, becauſe the 
widow's fortune is her chiefeſt bait, the more care- 
ful ſhe ſeems of it, and the more ſhe withdraws it 


the more eagerly tht buſy gaping fly will bite— i 
Wich us widows, huſbands are got like biſhopricks — 


by ſaying, no. 
, La BLaAnc. 
Why, then, dear widow. , 


* 


. LA Lain. 


Ay, but I muſt infift on it, that no W 
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me the queſtion, that has not an equal fortune to 
mine. 
Mrs. HaBBERD, jun. 

Ard fo, you have the conſcience to expect the 
queſtion to be aſk'd you by a man that is young, 
rich, and handſome—come, come, widow, I have 
liv'd long enough in the world, to know that a 
young heir, is as ſhy of a widow, as of a rook—in- 
deed widow, this behaviour of your*s betrays a deal 
of coquetry but a coquet humour is the very na- 
ture and inheritance of us women, 


Enter SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 


There's a gentleman in black below, that en- 
quires for Mr. La Blanc. (Exit. 


La Branc. 

Odſo, my friend, the prieſt -a very welcome 
perſon, I preſume, to this company; therefore, 
there needs no apology for introducing him. (Exit. 

A. Hanzzeo, jun. 
How my heart beats at this important moment. 


Jacos; 
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Jacos. 
And mine o'erflows with love and gratitude, 


(La Blanc, re: enters with Doucin, who ſtops ſurt 
in ibe poſture of amazement.! Mrs, Hab- 
berd ſcreams and falls into a great chair—7Jq. 
cob fands in the poſture of a half fn 
bow—and La Lain and La Blanc, in the 
utmoſt ſurprize !) 


Dove, (after à long filenc.) 
What! are not the parties, who are to be the 
ſubjects of my miſſion, here then? 
| Mrs. La Lais. 
Yes, Sir, here they are both—Mrs. Habberd 
and Mr, De La Villa. 
Dovein. 


What, Mrs. La Lain! do you call that yourg 
man, Mr. De La Villa, and is it he who is to be 
married to Mrs. Habberd ? 


Ars. La Lais. 
The very _ Sir know of no other, Sit. 
(they whijo 
Jacos. 


It is very likely that I make but a ſilly fort ofa 
figure at preſent ?—the impudent eyes of tt 


c 
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eurſed prieſt, are frightening me into the peaſant 
again | | 

| Doucix. (after gazing at them. 

Mrs. La Lain, this affair requires a little conſi- 
deration : pray let me ſpeak a word or two in par- 
ticular to you—if you pleaſe, we'll juſt ſtep into the 
next room; I ſhall not detain you a moment. 

Mrs. La Lain. 


O dear! yes Sir—to be ſure. 
(takes up a candle, and lights him out. 


La BLanc. (after a long pauſe. 
Pray, Sir, is it within the compaſs of your un- 


derſtanding to comprehend the meaning of all this ? 
does Doctor Doucin know you then? 


 Jacos. 
Yes, Sir, yes, yes, we have ſeen one another. 


La BLanc. 
O, oh, why—here is a ſort of a—ſomething a 
but, however, Sir, 1 hope we ſhall have a wedding. 


 Jacos. 


| Thope fo, Sir, but not yet, as you will ſee pre- 
ſently, _ 
Mrs. HaBBERD, jun. 
| (riſing from ber chair.) 
You ſay right, La Villa! for it ſhall be fo, let 
them do their worſt. | 
Q 3 La BTAxc. 
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LA BLanc, 


Pray, madam, can you gueſs then, what Mr, 
Doucin is gone to ſay to Mrs. La Lain.? 


Mrs, HaBBrRD, Jun. 
Yes, Sin, believe I can gueſs. 


LA BTAxc. 


Why, really Madam, he's a very good man, a 


very ſaint- like man, this Mr. Doucin—he has been 
my friend and confeſſor a great while. 


| Mrs HABBERD, jun. 

Well, Sir, I know him better than you; but ue 
were not talking of his ſanctity— they'll canonize 
him if he's ſuch a ſaint : what's that to the purpoſe? 

| La BLanc. 

O Lord, madam, what I ſaid, was only to ſhew 
you the eſteem I have for him; I am ſorry you 
don't like nis behaviour; but that's none of my 
bufineſs—bur undoubtedly you ought to believe 
this prudence ot his, is for your good, 

Ke: enter Ms. LA Lain, 
So, my dear widow, why you are return'd without 
Mr, Doucin; I hope he is not gone? If he has 
any exceptions to the marriage, I think he might 
have ſopp'd with us, 
Mrs. La 


MM.. LA Lax. 

Sup with us, truly that's a. likely ſtory ! come, 
come, there will be no wedding to night; and if it 
never is, why ſo much the better—Ay, its an up- 
right ſoul, this Mr. Doucin, and you are much 
obliged to him, madam you can't think how he 
loves you, both you and your ſiſter, poor, good 
man! he ſhed tears when he went away—l cou'd 
not help crying myſelf. (in a crying tone.) I have 
done nothing but wipe my eyes ever ſince. What 

neus for this ſiſter of your's !—Oh, good God, 
what will become of us! 


Mrs. HaBBtRD, jun. 
What do you mean, Mrs. La Lain, by your ex- 
clamations ? | FER? 
Mrs. LA Lain, 


O, nothing at all, Bl warrant you; but I am 
aſtoniſh'd! no matter for your ſeparation. One is 
not oblig'd always to live together—you may be 
as well here as there, but to marry in private; and 
then this new bridge, where the firſt meeting was; 
a huſband upon the new bridge! you who are fo 


pious ! ſo wiſe! of a family! and fo rich! Oh! 


oh! well—I fay no more—do not trouble yourſelf, 


I ſhall ſay no more—for I was deſir d to talk to 


you in ſecret; this is an affair which ſhou'd not 
be known to every body. 5 
Q 4 
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Mrs. HaBBtRD, jun. 
And yet you tell it to every body. 
7: Mrs. La Lain. 
No, no, I ſpeak of nothing but the meeting 
upon the new bridge—aſk this gentleman, if be 
apprehends a ſyllable from that? nobody but you 
and the young man with you, underſtand what ! 


ſay. 
La Brave. 


As for me—1 underſtand nothing, but that it 
was on the new bridge, where Mr. La Villa and 
this lady came firſt acquainted; that's all. |; 

| Ars. La Lai. 

Beſides, it is but ſix days ago—but that is what 


I ſhan't ſay a word about. 
| La BLanc, © 
Six days! | 
Mrs. LaLamn. 


Tes, fix days, Mr. La Blanc—but ſpeak ra 
moreon't, for you ſhall know nothing from melt 
is in vain to aſk me any queſtions it is ſufficient 
for us to talk, Mrs, Habberd and I—Come, come, 
let us fit down, and let Mr. La Villa fit down 
fince it is Mr. La Villa, not that I deſpiſc any body; 
he's a good young man, and a well behav'd young 


man, and there is no proſperity which I do 1 
| will 
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wiſh him— If he is not a Mr. yet, pehaps he may 
be. -A ſervant to day, and a maſter to morrow. 
There are a great many beſides him, who have re- 
ceiv'd wages, and afterwards come to pay wages. 


ny La Br anc. 

Mr. La Villa receive wages !—what was he ever 

a ſervant to the gentlewoman who 1s preſent ? 
Mrs. La Lain. 

Well, Sir, no more of that—it is to-day, Mr, 
La Villa, you have him for ſuch, take him for ſuch 
and ſo 1 fay, let us fit down, and ſettle this 
matter, 7 

LA Brac. 

For your ſake, Mrs. La Lain, I ſuppoſe I ſhall 
follow your example---but, I muſt confeſs, one 
loves to fit down with people of ones own rank. 

(hoting fefa at Jaco) 
Mrs. HABEN D, jun. 

This is mighty well---hark you, Sir, with your 
rank---if I miſtake not, you once liv'd with my 
uncle, Mr. Notare, the attorney. 


La BLanc, 


Umph ! why, I do juſt remember the man; I 
did condeſcend once to be his clerk, Madam. 


Mrs. HABBERD, Jun. 
You condeſcended firſt to wear his livery, Sir; 


and 
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and, I find his good intentions to make a man of 
— have induſtriouſly — iato the worth. 
La We 


This is an unlucky difcovery—and before my | 
miſtreſs too hat an unfortunate dog am I? 


(ede 
IJAcos. 


A word with you, Sir; there are but two ſorts of 
people that talk much of their rant; the one area 
fer of fools that have nothing elſe to diſtinguiſh 
themſelves by; and the other, a ſet of /coundrels, 
who, at the ſame time, are upon a level with the 


tuck of mapkind. 

| Mrs. La RE | 

What, Mr. La Blanc, did you once wear a live- 
ry wo? I am in fine company! why, what cou'd 
you think, I ſhou'd ever be fo weak as to marry a 
wulgar ſharper ? but without this diſcovery, Sir, | 
Jhou'd have made no leap in the dark, I aſſure you 
I am no ſuch fogl-there's the door, Sir—l' 
excuſe your waiting at ſupper—and, La Blanc, 
you need not bring me the cup now, for I am not 
dry; ha, ha, ha, ha! 

-'- La Bavc. 
A word with you, brother Shoulder-xnot You 


ſee my —_ beware of your own; you muſt follos 
me 
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me for women were made to fool men; they firſt 
fool their fathers z then their gallants; then their 
huſbands—and when they are widows, they are 
qualified to fool the devil. (Exit. 


Mrs. LA Lain. 


Impudent blockhead but one ſhou'd expect no- 
thing from ſuch people but ill manners—bur, come 
Madam, now we are alone, let us talk a little of 
your affair—it ſignifies nothing your crying and 
taking on at this rate—your wedding mult be when 
heaven pleaſes...l only ſpoke my opinion through 
friendſhin, I had no deſign of affronting you, 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 


But you have affronted me in the higheſt degree, 
and if it was not for fear of offending heaven, I 
wou'd never pardon your behaviour To tell all 
my affairs to ſuch a worthleſs perſon, to inſult a 
young man, whom you knew I valued, to treat 
him like a footman, tho? he never was one, but 
one hour or ſo by accident, and then to quote the 
new bridge, to make. me paſs for a fool, for a 
woman without ſenſe or conduct, by repeating all 
the tittle tattle of a prieſt; for what reaſon has he 
told you all theſe idle ſtories? Let him ſpeak in 
his own conſcience-Ils it for religion Take? Is it 
ſor uny concern he has for me, or my actions? if 
he has ſuch a 4friendihip for me, why did he al- 


ways 


* 
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ways ſuffer my ſiſter to uſe me ſo ill while we liy d 
together? was it poſſible. to ſtay with her? was 
there any ſuch thing as bearing with her humours? 
he knows the contrary. Had I not reſolw'd to 
marry one day, I muſt another—and, perhaps, 1 
I ſhou'd not have met with ſuch an honeſt man. 
Mr. De La Villa has ſav'd my life ſhou'd have died 
perhaps, had not it been for him. He is of as 
good a family as I am; what wou'd they have? 
what does this prieſt mean? Intereſt is a fine thing 
truly: becauſe I leave him, and becauſe he can 
have no more of thole preſents, I us'd to make him 
every day, therefore he muſt perſecute me—and 
here, a perſon under whoſe roof I lodge, and in 
whom I plac'd all my confidence, muſt expoſe me 
to one of the moſt cruel inſults in the world ! for 
can any thing be more mortifying than what has 
zjuſt now happen'd * ? 
(Here Mrs. Habberd falls again into ber chair iy 
ing and ſobbing. 
Jacos. 
; My deareſt, ſuffering lady - your faithful ſervant 
pays you tear for tear. 
Mrs. La Lain. (hing.) 
l have not met with any thing more moving a 
great while. O, my dear lady! how I am grievd 
that I was not acquainted with all this ſooner 
Come, Mr, De La Villa, courage man ! come, help 
me 


'4 
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me to comfort this dear lady, who torments her- 
ſelf for a word or two, which I let fall unawares— 
but what cou'd I do? I cannot conjure : here 2 
prieſt draws one aſide, and ſays it is a pity it ſhou'd 
be a match; truly I believ'd him, for I had no 
notion of his little reaſons, for being ſcandaliz'd at 
it—but as for his being a lover of preſents—oh, I 
do not doubt it—Ay, ay, I have a friend, a great 
devotee, and ſhe ſends him many a good thing. 
You ſhou'd all do as I do, I talk of heaven as 
much as they will, but then I give nothing There 
are three or four of your little hungry prieſts, fre- 
quent here; I receive em civilly—_Good morrow 
to you, Sir,—good morrow to you, madam : ſome- 
times take a dinner, then a game at quadrille, and, 
now and then, a word or two of edification by the 
by, and after that, your humble ſervant—I may 
marry twenty times inſtead of once, and they'll 
never trouble their heads about me—but, come, dear 
Madam, be comforted—what ! you are no minor ? 
you are in the right to marry Mr. De LaVilla, and if 
it is not to night, why it may be the next, and 


that is only one night loſt; I warrant you, let me 
| alone for that. 


Jacos. 
What a ſtrange medley is this woman compos'd 
of. (afide. 
Mrs HABBERD, jun. 
But, De La Villa, do you know any body who can 


protect 
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protect you here? for I am afraid my ſiſter wil 
occaſion us ſome trouble; I will engage, this Mr, 
Doucin, has carried her the news already, and ! 
know her temper ſo well, that I do not expect 
being left in quiet. 

Icon. 

Provided you protect me, Madam, what harm 
can ſhe do me? If I have your heart, what need 
have I for any other protection? 

Ars. HABBERD, jus. 


Ay, but ſhe has powerful friends, who may 
threaten and intimidate you; you are unexperienc'd; 
fear may ſeize you, and then you will deſert me 
for want of reſolution. 

- Jacos. 

Deſert you, Madam; yes, when I am dead, but 
whilſt my ſoul and body are together, go where 
you will, they will follow you—-It is not my na- 
ture to be timerous; wrong nobody, and fear no- 
body—Let them come—T love you, you are ami- 
able; who can ſay to the contrary ? Love is com- 
mon to all the world—you are in love—l am in 
love—what worthy being is exempt from it? and 
when one loves, why one marries ; honcſt people 
do ſo, and we do ſo=that is all. 

Mrs. HapBerD, jun. 


Thou art in the right, La Villa, and thy intre- 
pidity 
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pidity gives me new life—Heaven inſpires thee with 

irl and the more obſtacles we meet with, the 

dearer thou art to me. | | 
Mrs. La LAN. 

Upon my word, this is very pretty on both ſides; 
know by myſelf, you long to be kiſſing now, for 
nothing elſe can follow Well, well, ll leave 
you together for that purpoſe—why, you are really 
enough to make one's mouth water—I am glad, 
Madam, you are in the way to take a little comfort; 
adieu, happy lady (Exit. 

Jacos, 

Incomparable, matchleſs, penetrating widow ! ſhe 
reads my wiſhes in my eyes. This dear hand ( ſeiz- 
ing it) is mine, where I will pour forth all my 
longing heart, devour it with kiſſes, ( kiſſing it) Op 
what a cruel trick this prieſt has play'd us. 

Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 
Go, go, La Villa, this is not a proper time 
for us to give way to ſuch tenderneſs—who's there? 


Enter Servant. 


SERVANT, 
Sir, here's one without wants to ſpeak with you. 
Icon. 
With me, ſay you? 


Ars. 
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M.. Happen, Jun. 
Is it any one of the family ? 
Szrvant. 
| No, Madam, it is a ſtranger, a gentleman juſt 
come in. 
Jacos. 
n 80 to him. (going.) 
Mrs. HABBZAD, jun. 
'$tay, La Villa, you ſhall not ſtir, let him come 


My mind miſgives me—who can this be ? 


Enter a GENTLEMAN. 


|  GanTLEMAN, 
Do not you call yourſelf De La Viila, Sir. ? 
Jacos. 
Yes, Sir, pray what are your commands ? 


GENTLEMAN. 


I come from Mr. Preſident, the chief magiſtrate 
in Paris, who deſires to ſpeak to you. 


Jacos. 


Win me, Sir? ſure you miſtake—it muſt be 
fome 


here to ſpeak to you ſend him up. (Exit Servant, 


—_— — {ts at — — 


le; 
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ſome other De La Villa, for I neither know Mr. 
Preſident, nor ever ſaw him in my life. 


GenTLtMaN. 
That may be, Sir, but it is you he wants. It 
is you are the perſon, who courts a gentlewoman 
calbd Mrs. Habberd: I have a hackney coach 
waiting below, and you cannot difpence with 
going. 1 am ſent to oblige you to it, therefore it 
ſignifies nothing to refuſe : but, Sir, there is no 
harm meant you—he only wants to ſpeak with you. 


Mrs. HaBBERD, jun. 


Sir, I have the honour of knowing a lady who 
is related to the Preſident, and who lives in the 
houſe with him, Mrs. Ferval : and I imagine this 
affair concerns me too, I will go with you; do not 
diſturb yourſelf, Mr. De La Villa, this is all owing - 
to my eldeſt ſiſter I am certain we ſhall find her 
a Mr. Preſident's, and perhaps Mr. Doucin with 
her—is not he with her, Sir? 


GENTLEMAN. 


No, Madam, your ſiſter came alone 


Mrs. HaBBERD, jun. 


Well, we will fee what's to be done Tou ſhall 


* wait long, Sir, I will juſt fetch my hobd and 
carf, 
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GENTLEMAN. 


I muſt beg your pardon, Madam, I was ex. 
preſsly order'd to bring Mr. De La Villa alone. 
I ſuppoſe they foreſaw you wou'd be coming with 
him, ſince they gave me that poſitive order, there- 
fore you muſt not go. I beg pardon for the refu- 
ſal, Madam, but I muſt obey. 


Mrs. Hato, jan. 


Ha! what precautions are here? what ſtrange 
meaſures are theſe? Well, Mr. De La Villa, you 
mall go firſt then, and go boldly—TI ſhall be there 
almoſt as ſoon as you—P'll ſend for a chair this 
minute, and follow you. 


GENTLEMAN, 


-T wou'd not adviſe you to it, Madam, for I am 
alſo directed to tell you, that, at this time, you 
will be deny'd admittance. 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 

How, Sir! what is the meaning of this? the 
Preſident has the reputation of being a very worthy 
gentleman, every body ſpeaks well of him ; what 
can induce him to act fo contrary to his character 
what does his being Preſident, empower him to lend 
for a man he has no buſineſs with, and that as pe- 
remptorily as if he ſent to apprehend a criminal! 


Truly I do not know what to think of it,—1 I 


1 
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teft myſelf in what concerns Mr. De La Villa, I 
own it; and it is my advice, he ſhould not go. 


Facos. 

By no means, Madam; I am afraid of nothing; 
at preſent, Madam, I muſt take all in good part. 
To your little fellows, they ſay, the Preſident com- 
mands you to come—why let it be ſo, the Preſi- 
dent ſhall fee me—What! we are in a chriſtiam 
country carry a good conſcience, and heaven's 
above all ſtill; come, Sir, let us march, I am 
ready. f 

Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 

Well, then I conſent to it—for, indeed, what 
can he fay, or do, to you? Go, may heaven pro- 
tect thee, beſure do not ſtay__.remember 1 ſhall ex- 
pect you with impatience. =, 

Jacos. 

Adieu, my charming miſtreſs! my all that's 
dear to me! yes, I will return immediately, 

(Exit Faceb and Gentleman. 


(Mrs. Habberd, jun. throws herſelf weeping in- 
to her arm chair.) 


Mrs. HARBTRD, jun. (after a pauſe.) 

O, for ſome revenge! ſome ſweet revenge on 
this malicious, wicked prieſt, and this enrag'd 
lifter ! and yet, in the midſt of my reſentment, I am 
R 2 capable 
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capable of feeling ſome pity for her How ſurpriz- 
ing it is, that people can fo ſeverely perſecute the 
failings of others, and forget their own They 
muſt know conſcious, painful moments. but by 
an affected behaviour of outragious virtue, and 
coyneſs, they think they cover all—but ſurely 
coyneſs is as little ſign of true modeſty in a woman, 
as buffing is of true courage in a man; and we are 
much miſtaken if we think, that men are always 
ſtout from a principle of valour, or women chaſte 
from a principle of virtue. 


Enter a Servant. 


SzRvANTr. 


Madam, here's a young woman without, deſires 
to ſpeak with you ; ſhe ſays ſhe was your ſiſter's 
ſervant. 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 
Ha, Genevive! pray ſend her in. 


Enter GExRvIvx. {weeping.) 


What, weeping Genevive? what misfortune has 
befallen you? Has the good Director forſaken 
you? his pious friendſhip is a ſure refuge from 
afffiction. 


GEN EVIVI. 


His pious frieydſhip is the cauſe of my afflict on, 
| Madam; 


— 
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Madam; he is a villain! I have been turn'd out 
of my place on his account, and know not what 
will become of me. 


| Mrs. HABBERD, jun. (afide.) 

Ha, this may be lucky! I am very ſorry for 
you, Genevive, and will gladly aſſiſt you—Pray 
tell me what has befallen you, ſince 1 left the houſe ? 
deal freely with me, I know your intrigue with 
him; therefore ſpeak freely. 


GENEviIveE. 


You were no ſooner gone, Madam, but your 
ſiſter came to me, with eyes ſparkling with rage 
ſhe told me I was an infamous creature to ſcanda- 
lize a divine, that I ſhou'd be puniſh'd with the 
utmoſt ſeverity the law cou'd inflict ; and ſo, with- 
out waiting for a reply, ſhe very fairly turn'd me 
out of doors. 


Ari. HABBERD, jun. 


But ſurely the churchman, you have entruſted 


with your honour, will protect you at this junc- 
ture? 


SGrxxvivx. 

Why, one wou'd think, Madam, one might 
fafely truſt a churchman—bur for the future, tho? 
| muſt truſt them with my ſoul, I have made a 
Yow, never to truſt any of em with my body again. 
R 3 No 
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No—PIl ſooner truſt a fool with my ſecret, or 2 
gameſter with my money, than a prieſt with any 
more of my favours. 


Mrs. Hag BER D, Jun. 


Poor Genevive ! — but did Mr. Doucin really. 


conſent to this ? 


GENEVIVx. 
Ne did not appear in it; and, perhaps, he was 
oblig d to conſent to it—T once thought he loy'd 
me, Madam, and I have ſtill ſome Lopes from 
that. 

Mrs. HABBER D, jun. 

. Ah, Genevive! 'tis hard truſting to a man's 
love, who has had all he wanted; beſides tis likely 
he will facrifice you to his reputation, unleis you 
have ſome proof againſt him. 


GENEVIVE. 

T have no proof, but my own word, which will 
ſcarce be taken againſt him ; for you know, Ma- 
dam, his cunning, and hypocriſy, has impos'd ſo on 
the world, that he paſſes for a ſaint. 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 


Tis therefore neceſſary to oppoſe cunning with 
gunning——have you heard from him, ſince you 
Fame away ? 


Gent- 
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GENEVIVE, 


No, Madam. 
Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 
Well then, if you will follow my direction, I 
have a ſcheme, that will put him entirely in your 
power, and force him to provide handſomely for 


you, 
GENEVIYE, 


Dear Madam, I am forever beholden to you, 
and will follow your advice punctually. 


Mrs. HaBBERD, jar. 

| have no view, child, but to ſerve you, and it 
this opportunity be loſt, fortune may never favour 
us with another This, then, is my advice—lI know 
my ſiſter is at this time from home, on buſineſs 
that will detain her ſome time. I wou'd have you 
embrace this opportunity to make your way to the 
doctor; in order to which, a diſguiſe wou'd be pro- 
per, that you might paſs the ſervants unoblery'd 
what think you of a ſuit of boy's cloaths? you 
have a ſmartneſs in your air, Geneyive, that wou'd 
become the breeches—who knows but ſuch a meta- 
morphoſe in dreſs (which wou'd certainly look 
well on you) may rouſe the amourous diſpoſition 
of the Dominee, which you wou'd do well to en- 
courage, that your deſigns on him may be the 
lafer accompliſh'd; beſure bring him to a full con- 
? 4 feſſion, 
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feſſion, and then, at that juncture, we will appear, 
and by that diſcovery of his guilt, oblige him to 
come to your own terms. 


GENEVIYE. 

Upon my life, Madam, this will do; I know 
he values his character more than his ſoul, and 
will do any thing, rather then be publickly expoy'. 

Mrs. HaBBzzD, jun. 
Well, then, you approve my project? 
GENEVIVE. 


Nothing can be better laid, Madam—and for 
your certain admittance to us there, I can heip you, 
From the back ſtairs, there is a door opens into 
his ſtudy, which you may remember, Madam, he 
order'd ſhould be faſten'd up—that was done, that 
no one might have admittance there, but me—l 
have the key about me, here it is Madam. (gives it.) 
This will ſecure you an entrance, becauſe it is 
likely he will faſten the other doors—you know 
his cunning, Madam. 

| Mrs. HasztRD, jun. 

Very well—ſtep into my chamber, where ne 

will conſult further, and then about it inſtantly. 
OS... Kit Genevive 

This is the luckieſt adventure, that cou'd have 

happen'd | for my conſolation ; but my reveng? 2 
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this prieſt, will not be compleat, unleſs my ſiſter 
is a witneſs of his baſeneſs. I muſt contrive that, 
as well out of hatred to him, as ſome remains of 
affetion to her; for to convince her of her error, 
is the ſureſt way of procuring quarter for my own. 
Suſpend your cenſure, ye fair tatling tribe; 
Perſue thoſe maxims, which you oft preſcribe : 
Nor to vain triumph, let your hearts incline ; 
Corget your failings firſt, then cenſure mine. 


(Exeunt. 


End of the Fouxrn Aer. 


#59 The FORTUNATE PEASANT: Or, 


E V. 


SCENE, The Preſident': Hauſe. 


The PxEsIDENT, Mrs. FrR VAL and Nie. 
HasgeRD, /n. are diſcover d. 


Mrs. FERVAL. 


M ADAM, pray reſt aſſur'd, Mr, Preſident 
will do every thing in his power to fave your 
fiſter from the misfortune, ſuch a ſcandalous mar- 
riage muſt involve her in, 


Pr eSIOENT, 


Pray, Madam, compoſe yourſelf : If the facts 
appear as you have related them, ſome means mult 
be found to prevent this ridiculous marriage, 


Enter Gentleman. 


GENTLEMAN. 


Sir, the young man you ſent me for, atteads 


your pleaſure. 
| PrE- 
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Pazsibzxr. 
Send him in. | (Exit Gent. 
Enter JacoB, who bows -reſpertfully ts the 
company. 
What! is it thou then, that this lady's ſiſter is 
about to marry ? 
Jacos. 

Yes, Sir; at leaſt I have her word for it, and 
to beſure, I ſnan't be againſt any thing, which is 
ſo much far my honour and happineſs. 

PRESIDENT. 


Marry thee ! art thou qualified to be her huſ- 
band? dog't forget that thou art her ſervant? 


Jacos. 

I ſhou'd not find any difficulty in forgeting it, 
Sir, for I was only ſo, for an hour or ſo, by acci- 
dent, 

Mrs, HaBBERD, ſen. 


See, the brazen face ! how he anſwers you, Mr, 
Preſident ? 


Mrs. FervaL. 


O, Madam, you are in a paſſion ! he muſt have 
leave to anſwer Mr, Preſident's queſtions—there's 
10 offence in that—let us hear what he ſays. 


PRE- 
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PRESIDENT. 


How ! pray why do'ſt tell me that thou wert 
only her ſervant, for an hour, by accident, ſince 
thou art, actually, in her ſervice now? 


Jacos. 
I am at her {crvice, Sir, as I am at your's—] am 


very much her ſervant, her friend, and her ſuitor, 
Sir, that's all. 
Mrs. HABBERD, ſen. 

Why, you little ſorry raſcal, can you lie then ſo 
impudently at your age? Come, lay your hand 
upon your heart, and remember that you are in the 
preſence of heaven, who hears us both : did not 
my fool of a ſiſter, meet with you in the ftreet? 
was not you a vagabond, without knowing where 
to go, when ſhe pick'd you up ? what wou'd have 
become of you, but for her ? muſt not you have 
been forc'd to have begg d your bread, had not ſhe 
took you out of charity? poor, fooliſh woman, it 
wou'd have been happy for her to have had no 
pity on you—Ir's plain, her charity was not pleaſ- 
ing to heaven, ſince it is follow'd by ſo great 3 
misfortune to herſelf! what a wandring, Mr. Pre- 
ſident, was this! Here ſhe paſſes over the nev 
bridge one morning, meets with this worthleſs fel 
Jow—brings him home for my part, 1 did not 
like him. 


Mrs. Fis- 
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Mrs. FervaLl. (afide.) 
For my part, I do. 
| Mrs. HABBERD, ſen. 
But keep him ſhe wou'd, in ſpight of my ad- 
vice, and the inſpiration of a holy man, who endea- 
vourd to diſſuade her. 


Mrs. Fervat. (aſide.) 


Ay—but there's more inſpiration in that hand- 
ſome young fellow, than in all the prieſthood to- 


gether. 
Mrs. HABE RERD, ſen, 


She quarrels with this holy man—ſeparates from 
me—takes lodgings in another place, and there 
goes to live with this ſcoundrel—doats on him, 
and muſt be his wife forſooth ! the wife of a foot- 


man, at forty years of age ! 


Mrs. FERvAL. 

Oh! forty is nothing in that reſpect, Madam; 
belides—is your ſiſter ſo old? but you are in a 
pet, Madam; I think I heard her ſay ſhe was 
about my age, and if ſo, ſhe muſt be near ten 
years younger than you ſay. 


Mrs, HABBBRD, ſen. 


Oh! Madam, I know my ſiſter's age very well; 
I'm almoſt two years older than ſhe—yes, yes, 
Madam, ſhe's forty, and I think at that age one 


may 
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may paſs for an old woman; for my part | ons 
myſelf to be ſuch—lt is not every one that bears 
their age like you, Madam. 


Ars. Fzrxvas. 


Like me, Mrs. Habberd ! why where are you 
rambling ? Am I call'd in queſtion, pray? I beat 
my age, ſay you ! I ſuppoſe I bear it as well a8 
another, Madam! but ſurely, there's no great 
miracle in a perſons bearing their age well at my 
years. 

PatSIDENT. (ſmiling.) 

Indeed, Mrs. Habberd makes the belle age very 
ſhort..wrinckles don't come ſo ſoon as that neither; 
but, Ladies, pray let us diſmiſs this diſcuffion of 

Mrs. HaBBerD, ſen. 

Yes, Sir, it is not my ſiſter's years that ] regard 
in this affair, it is the condition of the huſband ſhe 
is about to take It is the baſeneſs of her choice 
Conſider, Sir, what a ſcandal it will bring upon 
our family—we are forbid to diſhonour ourſelves, 
and people will ſay, that my fiſter has married a 
beggar -I therefore, Sir, intreat that you'll prevent 
this diſgrace from falling on us—It will be 2 
labour for her good, and we ought to have comps 
ſion on her l have recommended her this after- 


noon to the whole community of devotees—Mrs. 
Ferval, Jam ſure, won't refuſe me her's. 


Mrs. 
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Ars. Fervar. 


Indeed, my prayers ſeem ſomething ungrantable 

on this occaſion. (afide. 
Mrs. HaBBzso, ſen. 

And you, Sir, will have your part in this good 
work, if you'll be ſo kind to aſſiſt us with your 
authority. 

PRESIDENT. 

Don't diſturb yourfelf, Madam—He ſhall not 
marry your ſiſter He dares not make any further 
attempt; if he does, we fhali find away to hinder 
him—but he won't give us the trouble; and to 


make him amends for what we deprive him of, 
I'll take care of him myſelf. 


Jacos. 


( Approaching and bowing reſperfully to the Preſident.) 

Mr. Prefident—l have let Mrs. HHabberd ſpeak 
without interruption, and have patiently heard all 
the injurious things ſhe has been pleas'd to ſay of 
me—therefore, Sir, at preſent 1 hope I am to ſpeak. 


Mrs. FERVAL. 


Every one in their turn—it is but reaſonable— 
He's a handſome well bchav'd fellow, and ſeems to 
have ſomething to ſay tor himſelf, (Ade. 


Icon. 
You were pleas'd to ſay, Mr, Preſident, that if 


I re» 
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I reſolve to marry Mrs. Habberd the younger 


you'll hinder me—to which I anſwer, that if, I an 
hinder'd, I muſt deſiſt of neceſſity ; there's no en. 
countering with impoſſibilities but, Sir, if 1 
am not hinder'd, I wiLL marry her, that's certain. 
Mrs. Hazseso, ſen. 
There's impudence for you, Mr. Preſident ! 


Mrs. Ferval. 


There's ſenſe! there's ſpirit !..Egad, he's a charm. 


ing fellow ! ( aide. 
| Jacos. 

We come now to the aſperſions, which have 
been caſt on me do not know, Sir, how far they 
are conſiſtent with devotion; ſhe ſaid heaven hears 
#5ſo much the worſe for her, for I'm ſure the ex- 
preſſions ſhe us'd, were not very decent In ſhort, ac- 
cording to her, I am a ſcoundrel, and a beggar ; her 
ſiſter a fool—a poor old runaway—none of which, 
Sir, can belong to any but the . ſcowerings of the 
earth. For example, Mr. Preſident—you ſee Mrs, 
Habberd here—ſuppoſe you was to talk to her, 
in the ſame ſtile as you talk to me—thee this ther 
that=who art thou? ſhe'd think it very ſtrange; 
ſhe'd ſay, you treat me with ill manners, Sir—and 
you yourſelf wou'd acknowledge her in the right— 
Madam is the proper word. You uſe it, always 


complaiſantly, Madam; and to me, always thee 
and 


NaTuRE will PREVAIL 257 


and thou. Not that I complain of this, Mr. Pre- 
ſident, I have nothing to ſay againſt it; it is the 
cuſtom of you great ones—therefore, Sir, what I've 
ſaid is only by way of compariſon ; becauſe this 
Madam, here, to whom it wou'd be rude to ſay 
thee, is hardly any more a Madam than I am a 


St 


Mrs. HaBBeRD, ſen. 
How ! Mr. Impudence. 


Jacos. 
Permit me to go on—['ll prove it to you. 


Ms. FER VAI. 


And if he does will contrive ſome method or 
other to kiſs him for't, that's certain. 


Jacos. 


Was the late Mr. Habberd, your father (hea- 
ven's peace be with him) was he a beggar, Madam? 
No, he was the ſon of a good farmer, of Beauce— 
and you have been well inform'd that I am the ſon 


of a good farmer of Champagne—there's farm for 
farm, | 


| Pa ESIDENT.,_ 
What De La Villa, of Champagae, that fail'd 


lately, and having a large family, died of a broken 
heart, was he your father? 


Vor. IIe 8 Icon, 


—- — 


—— — 3 
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Jacos. 
The ſame, Sir. 
PRESIDENT. 
I have ſeen him—he was an honeft man, 


Jacos. 


You ſee, Madam, your father and mine, as 
much beggars one as the other; he was a tradeſ- 
man, was he not? perhaps I may be one—and then 
there will be ſhop for ſhop—as it is—you ladies, 
his daughters, are but a ſhop better than me—the 
odds isn't much—you are only a degree above me. 
Do ſuch people as you, who profeſs yourſelves 
devoted to heaven, ſtand upon degrees ? eſpecially 
when there is. but one to object againſt. 


Mrs. FERVAL. 


How charmingly has he reveng'd himſelf, and 


me, on this odious creature ! (afide. 


Jacos. 

As to the place where I met your fiſter—vly 
it's a public one l paſs'd over it—ſhe pals'd over 
it—and it's as well meeting there as any where, 
when one's to meet at all—But you ſay, I mult 
have begg'd but for her—Oh, —not the ſame day 
by a great many, Madam—had I not gone wien 


her, perhaps, I muſt ſoon have return'd home to 
| ? the 


* 
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the farm frankly confeſs it—for I do not under- 
ſtand your evaſions; It's a fine thing to be rich 
but none but fools brag of it. And after all, is 
my adventure ſuch a wonder ?—here a perſon is 
young, of an honeſt family, who leaves that family 
to ſeek his fortune—what riches can you expect 
him to have? He has little enough to beſure, but 
he goes in queſt of more; and I was in queſt of 
more, when your ſiſter comes and aſks me, who I 
am? I tell her; will you live with us? crys ſhe, 
we are only two ſiſters devoted to heaven. With 
all my heart, Madam, replies I, and 'till I ſhou'd 
mend myſelf, follows her—we chat by the way, I 
acquaint her with my name, my ſtation in life, and 
give her a detail of my family ; after which we 
come to you—and you (by the advice of a truly 
pious divine) quarrel with her on my account—you 
part—ſhe takes me with her We are na ſooner 
done, but the thoughts of matrimony come into 
her head—1 find myſelf inclin'd that way—ſhe 
eteems me—and I revere her I am a farmer's ſon, 
and the, a farmer's grand-daughter—ſhe ne'er cavils 
for a degree more, or a degree leſy—a ſhop here, 
or a ſhop there; ſhe has wealth enough for us 
both, and I have gratitude enough for a dozen— 
and now, I aſk you, Mr. Preſident, who know 
Juice by heart—and that agreeable, diſcerning 

S 2 lady, 


. 
— 2 — — — — 2 — _ 
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lady, who, I dare ſay, has a good conſcience, 
where is the great injury I do you? 


(A long pauſe, during which Mrs. Habberd's eyes are 
ix d on Mr. Preſident.) 


Mrs, Hanes, ſen. 
What, Sir! will you abandon me then ? 


PreSIDENT. 

I ſhou'd be very glad to ſerve you, Madam, but 
what wou'd you have me do, in this caſe ? I under- 
ſtood the affair quite different; and if what he ſays 
is true, it is neither juſt, nor poſſible to oppoſe a 
marriage againſt which there's no objection, but 
its being liable to ridicule, on account of the di- 
proportion of ages. 


Ars. FERvAl. 


As to that, one ſees more diſproportion'd matches 
every day— this won't be very viſible, for your 
ſiſter is very comely ſtill, Madam, you find ſhe is 
her own miſtreſs. 


PRESIDENT. 
And this young man has nothing againſt him, 
in reality but his youth. 
þ | Mrs. Fervar. 


And ſurely there can be no crime in having 3 
a young huſband, ha, ha, ha. 


PRE- 
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| PRESIDENT. 
Ha, ha, ha. 
Mrs. HaBBERD, /en. 


It's mighty well — this is you who promiſs*d me 
ſo cordially, to engage Mr. Preſident to interpoſe 
his authority—lord ! lord ! what will this world 
come to? for only telling this lady that ſhe bore 
ter age well at my ſiſter's years—ſee ! I've loſt her 


graces already ! who cou'd ever divine that 
one was ſtill a nymph ar forty ? Adieu, youthful 


lady ! Mr, Preſident, I am your ſervant. 


Mrs, FE RVAL. g 
Inſolence ! (Exit Mrs. Habberd. 
PRESIDENT. 
Go, go, young man, get married, there's nobody 
ere has a word to ſay againſt it. 


Mrs. FER VAI. 


| wou'd alſo adviſe him to make haſte, for this 
alicious ſiſter has ill intentions. 


PRESIDENT. 


Let her take what method ſhe will, her ill inten- 
os will ſignify nothing I can't ſee what ſhe can 


m, 


Enter Gentleman. 


GENTLEMAN, 
dr, the company you expected, are coming in 
tie gate. Exit Preſident and Gent. 


S 3 | Mrs, 
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; Mrs. FERV AL. 


Come, you ſhall carry a letter for me to your 
Mrs. Habberd, ſhe's a very good woman, I always 
lov'd her better that this unmannerly ſiſter, and 
therefore ſhou'd be glad to inform her, how things 
have paſſed here—Pray fir down. (be takes th 
paper aud pens to write.) Indeed child, 1 was very 
much againſt you at firſt—this inrag'd creature 
that's juſt gone, had ſpoke ſo much to your diſad. 
vantage, that your marriage appear'd the moſt 
aſtoniſhing thing in the world; but I was of a. 
other mind, as ſoon as I ſaw you; your counte- 
nance deſtroy'd all the ill ſhe ſaid of you: and real 
you have a handſome one; a very happy one- 
Mrs, Habberd the younger is in the right. 


- Jacos. 
T am very much oblig'd to you, Madam, to 


your good opinion of me, and will endeayourt 
deſerve it. 


Mrs. FERvaAL. 

Yes, I think mighty well of you—cxtremel 
well II am charm'd at your adventure !—and 
this croſs ſiſter ſhou'd play you any new tric 
you may depend upon it, ll ſerve you againſt 
(during this ſhe is trying all the pens, but finds u 

to pleaſe.) 


What wretched pens arc here !—how old 3 yo 
400 


DN. Qq MM © =» ww 
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Jacos. 
One and twenty, Madam. 
Mrs. FERVAL. 


That's the right age to make your fortune—you 
only want ſome kind friend to help you to puſh it. 
Come, come, I'll ſerve you well I ſhall like Mrs. 
Habberd the better, for her choice of you— 
ſhe has a good diſcernment—you have the fineſt 
complection in the world. 


Jacos. 


So—here's another devotee, taken with my per- 
ſon—here's fine food for my vanity ! (aſide.) 
Mrs. FERVAL. 
Pray ſhall you marry to night ? 
| Jacos. 


I believe I ſhall Madam. 
Mrs. Frrvar. 


But tell me—Mrs, Habberd has a great love for 
you child don't queſtion it, nor am I at all ſurpriz'd 
at it but (/miling.) between you and I—have you 
17 love for her, what one properly calls love, I 
dont mean gratitude, for of that ſhe deſerves a 
great deal at your hands; but has ſhe any real 
charms in your eyes, quite old as ſhe is? 


Jacos. 


It is plain this lady wou'd have me ſay, no; I 
S 4 muſt: 
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muſt confeſs I have not honeſty enough to {peak 
the truth, becauſe I ſee it wou'd diſoblige her. 


(at) 
Mrs. FERvAIL. 
Yes, yes, I underſtand that ſilent ſmile, you 


have more gratitude than love, I don't doubt it— 
but the woman has not been diſagreeable formerly. 


Jacos. 
I think ſo, Madam. 


| Mrs. FERvaAL. 

Yes, yes, ſhe's very paſſable now—and as her 
ſiſter ſays, ſhe's forty—It was no fault of mine 
that ſhe was not younger, for I repreſented her 
of my age, to make her the more excuſable—had 
I fided with this eldeft fiſter—I ſhou'd have hurt 
you with the Preſident, which was not my deſign. 


Jacos. 


I very well obſerv'd, Madam, the protection 
you honour'd me with, 


Mrs. FEerRvaAL, 


True, you ſaw I declar'd myſelf openly enough, 
as I do now—1I can't help putting myſelf in her 
place; It wou'd indeed, have been too much af- 
fiction for her at her age to have loſt you Tou 
ſee I have good wiſhes for you. - 

* Jacob. 
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|  Jacos. on 

Where will this end? (afide.) I ſhall think my- 
ſelf happy, Madam, if you will always pleaſe to 
preſerve theſe favourable ſentiments for me. 

Mrs. FERVAL. x 
(writing ber letter.) 

Your father—pray was he a handſome man? Is 

it he you reſemble, or your mother? 


Jacos. 
My mother, Madam. 


Mrs. FERVAL. 
(after writing more.) 

Your advehture with this old maid, whom you 
are going to marry, is very ſingular, ( ſmiling.) 
ſhe muſt have good eyes, as retir'd as ſhe has liv'd 
pray behave well to her, 1 exhort you child—and 
afterwards diſpoſe of your—your heart as you will, 
for at your age its ſeldom kept. —but—apropos— 
tell me ingeniouſly—have you any one in view, at 
preſent? do you actually love any body? 


Jacos. ' 
I have one in view, at preſent, Madam. 
Mrs. Fexval. 


Well, provided you are ſincere, I'I] forgive you, 
but, tell nobody fo but me you mult be cautious 


* 
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my child—for theſe old women are naturally jea. 
tous—hark'! 1 hope we have not been overheard_ 
I ſhould be fretted at that Come, I'll not ſend 
this letter—Pll go with you, to Mrs. Habberd— 
this ſtrange accident will apologize for the late- 
neſs. of the viſit and as ſoon as you are married 
come and agquaint me with it, here, where I live; 
come in an evening—when we'll conſult ſome way 
or other to to ſerve you. 
(She gives ber hand in a manner that invites Ja- 
cob to kiſs it, which he does. (Exeunt, 


SCENE II. Mr. Dovcin's Apartment, fn 
Mrs. HaBBERD's ſen. Houſe. 
Dovcrn diſcover'd alone. 

| Doucix. 

I am ſtrangely perplex'd with this dangerous 
poſture of affairs. I muſt think of ſome way of 
pacifying Genevive—and the? Mrs. Habberd's turn- 
ing her out of doors, is a proof of her reſentment to 
her, it is riot quite clear ſhe diſbelieves that full 
accuſation againſt us. Some doubt muſt remain, 
and jealouſy is bred in doubts; when thoſe doubts 
change into certainties, then the paſſion either 
ceaſes, or turns to abſolute madneſs. - 


Enter 
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SERVANT. a 
Sir, there's a young gentleman without deſires 
to ſpeak with you. 
Dovcrx. 
Send him in. (Exit Ser. 


Enter GeNevive, in Boys Chaths. 


GENEVIVE. 
Is your name, Doucin, Sir? 
| Dovcin. 
The ſame, Sir, what is your pleaſure? 


GENEVIVE. 
Faith, Sir, my affair is far from a pleaſurable 
one—no, Sir, the pleaſant part of it is over—why 
don't you ſee repentance in my face, Sir? 


Dovcin. 


I can ſee confidence in your face, Sir, as well 
as unbecoming levity, in your behaviour, which is 
a little improper here: It will be unſafe to affront 
—— - 

GENEVIVE. 


Lord, Sir—I find you ſtudious men of the 
| church 
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church, are unacquainted with the polite behaviour 
of us young fellows of wit and parts—but, my 
dear reverend Sir, ſo far from affronting you, I 
am directed, by my good friend, Mr. La Blanc, 
to make my complements to you, as to my con- 
feſſor, (pulls out a purſe,) but not ſo much for ab- 
. for my ſin, as for your advice how to 

the bad conſequences of it in this world — 
for as to the other, I am too fine a gentleman to 
trouble my head about that In a word Sir, I have 
debauch'd a fooliſh, fond, believing wench which 
I ſuppoſe, you rigid men of the church call a ſin, 
but in my opinion, my only crime is, that I have 
got her with child ; for that brings on a diſcovery, 
and is likely to entail a wench and a baſtard on 
me, till they grow inſufferable—Now, Sir, what 
wou'd you adviſe me to do? 


- Dovein. 
All laws, divine and human, command you to 
marry her. 
Genevive. 3 
What! marry my punk? demme ye, Sir 


| | Dovcix. 
How, young Sir ! I ſhall be angry. 
GENEvVIVE. 


And fo ſhall I Sir, for demme if I was ever ſo 


much 
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much affronted in my life | expected you wou'd 
have advis'd me to ſtrangle the baſtard,” and poi- 
ſon the mother, and to have aflficd 1 me in it wou'd 
have been friendly. | 


Dovcin. INE * 5 T Þ 
I am more likely to aſſiſt in the ſtrangling you, 
Sir, for your impudence. GY. to ſeize ber.) 
GENEYIVE,, (3, * | 
(laying her band k i her. ſword.) 
S death take care! Sir, or I ſhall be in your body. 
Dovcin 


Nay, then (ſeizing ber, the peruke falls off.) ha! 


what do I ſee, Genevive ! 
GENEVIVE, 


Lou ſee I can threaten, Sir, but am no more 
able to execute, than if I were a real beau. 


Dovcin. 
My little Genevive ! what an agreeable ſurprize 
is this, but why in this diſguiſe? 
GENEVIVE, 


The better to obtain your real advice, Sir, what 
lam to do. I have already told you the caſe, Sir, 
but now the worſt of it is, [ am on the female ſide 
of the queſtion, 


Dovein. 


Ay, you are to be poiſon'd, you know |—but 
come 
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come.my, little Genevive, I wanted to ſee you; and 
am. che d with thy invention, becauſe I can en. 
Ire even here, on dangerous ground, 

withourthe fear of a diſcovery ; 3, let me ſurvey thee, 
© that dreſs has inchantment. in it—you look ſo 
roguiſh—ſo provokingly handſome, that I had al. 
moſt forgot my wrongs, and the groſs affront you 
gave me juſt now—therefore my little hero, l 
challenge you, to ive me farisfaftion in the next 
rover: 9 

3 Genevivz, 

0 lord, Sir, never put me to it, for I am but a very 
harmleſs bully, I ſhall certainly drop down, and 
faint away in the engagement. 

 Doveirx. 

If you do, I ſhall certainly fall with you, and 
perhaps, faint too, for I have not been in ſo dange- 
rous a way a great while but ſince there will be no 
diſhonour in the defeat, I dare make the attack 
therefore come on, for I am paſſionately fond of 
you - 

GENEVIVE. 

They ſay, the more paſſionately. a man loves his 

miſtreſs, the readier he is to hate her. 


Dovcin. 
Nay, nay, you have too much good ſenſe to 


want compulſion, (lays bel of ber. 
| | GENE- 
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GENEvIVE. 
But my modeſty, 
Dovcin, 


Modeſty among lovers is as impertinent as ce- 
remony among friends; no more trifling, 


GENEVIVE. — 
I ſhall diſappoint you, my hot Dominee — but I 
muſt dally with him ' till the arrival of my witneſſes. 
(Exit Doucin pulling her aut. 


SCENE continues. 


Enter Mrs. HAB BER », ſenior, and 
Mrs. HAB'BERD, junior. 


Mrs. HaBBERD, jun. 

I beg, ſiſter, you will. ſuſpend all further reſent- 
ment till I have prov'd the facts I have aſſerted; 
you can't be angry at this kind endeavour to un- 
deceive you; I have long ſince known your love 
for Mr. Doucin, and where we love, this reluc- 
tance to believe them baſe, is natural—it is the 
common fault of people in love, that they are not 
ſenſible when they ceaſe to be belov'd. 


Mrs. HABBERD, ſen. 


Lord, Siſter ! js there no ſuch thing as true love 
n the world ? 
Ars, 


F 
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Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 
I fear, Siſter ! it is with true love, as with ghoſts 
and apparitions, a thing every body talks of, but 
ſcarce any body hath ſeen. 


Mr.. i ſen. 


I thoughtit was not in the power of the moſt 
. crafty diſſimulation, to conceal love long, where it 
really is; nor to counterfeit it long, where it is not; 
bur that Mr. Doucin, ſhou'd be a hypocrite in his 
religion, as well as his love, is what I am unwilling 
to believe. | 


Mrs. HAnRERD, jan. 


L have long fince obſerv'd, Siſter, that thoſe who 
are eternally canting upon religion and virtue, in 
all companies, are commonly great boaſters, and 
great knaves; the mighty pains they are at to 
commend” virtue, is often a ſhrewd ſign, that they 
take bur little to practice it. An inſtance of this 
ſhall be produc'd you now. You heard the ſer- 
vant ſay, that a young gentleman is with Mr. 
Doucin, that young gentleman 1 know to be Ge- 
nevive; and you ſee ſiſter they are adjourn'd to 
the bedchamber, on a private conference. 


Mrs. HakRRD, ſen. 


Furies and pl 1gues O torture 
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Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 


Be patient—TI hear em coming—let us retire 
behind this ſcreen. (they retire. 


BY 
"i 


Re-enter GeNnzvive, followed by Doucin. 


Dovcin. 


My deareſt Genevive, what mean you by this 
provoking behaviour? *tis monſtrous now ! now, 


en you look ſo lovely, ſo bewitchingly hand- 


me | | 


GENEvVIVE, 
Lord, Sir, you praiſe me, as if you had a mind 


o part with me and yet I hope, you reſolve to 
tep me to yourſelf, 


Dovcin 


Keep you, child! don't I endeavour it and you 
from me—prithee, unfold this riddle—why do 
u deny me a repetition of thoſe joys which we 
rerevelld in? 


PF 


GENEvVIVE, + 


Why, to confeſs the truth, an accident has hap- 
d, that has made me ſet a little more value on 
e favour than I ever thought to have done. A 
hours ago, an embroider'd beau of quality 
bas. l. *W | met 


| 
| 
i 
. 


* —N— ——— — — — 
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met me, and bid me an hundred louiſdores; and 
it is worth that now, you, Sir, have had a lumping 
penny wortii. 
Dovcix. 
O, I underſtand you—if the favour is to h 
purchaſed, I'm your old chapman, Geneviye: 
here—P'll bid all I have about inc for it. 
(pulls out bis purſe 
Genzvive. 
Fie, fie, Sir! do you think I'd fell my rarity 
what, do you think me mercenary ? 


Dover. 

Nay, then I aſk your pardon. (putting it ij 

GEN EVIVx. 

What, you take it ill I refuſe your money? 
rather than that ſhould be, give it me. (tate: i 
and puts it up) But it is quite impoſſible for n 
to comply with your deſires now, becauſe it woul 
look as if I fold my favours, and only held out ft 
a price; beſides it would be downright ſhar 


to take a gentleman's money for a thing that he he 
purchaſed an hundred times. 


Dovcin. 


Why, thou capricious creature! thou riddk 
thou woman! thou beau! which is, if poſiible, 


=I 
s - 


— 


— 


1 


Idle 
"Ie, 
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wre infignificant being | what muſt I do with 
u? would you have me raviſh that favour from 
ou, which {but for this enchanting metamorphoſe 
dreſs) I was almoſt cloy'd with? Why, what 
te devil, has the fooliſh wench put on modeſty 
th her breeches. 


GENEVIVE. 
No, Sir z 1 have only put on a little diſcretion 
th my breeches, and, (raillery apart) if you 
eaſe, we will apply to a buſineſs that will re- 
ure you to be ſerious—my preſent condition, 


Dovcin. 


Sdeath, my preſent condition is a more agreea- 
& buſineſs, which you will not apply to 


GENEVIV. 


Si, raillery very often betrays want of wit; men 
lit into their relief, when they have nothing of 
pſe and argument left to ſay for themſelves; but 
hope that is not your caſe : I therefore expect to 
ur what proviſion you have thought of making 
tone in my unhappy condition; you know 1 
n with child, and that your own reputation is on 
tazard with mine. 


E 


| 
| 
| 
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(Mrs. Hab. ſen. and Mrs. Hab. jun. come forwarl,) 


Mrs. HaBBERD, /en. 

I can bear no more. Thou monſter in impy- 
dence! (to her) And thou much greater mon- 
ſter in hypocriſy !! an hypocrite to love! 1 
heaven! (to him) 

'Dovcin, 

Death ! hell! eternal confuſion ! diſcovers x 
this juncture ! why then the devil has let fly al 
his malice, and lere is not another plague be. 
hind. ; 


=o uUsSsS © = = ww 


Mrs. HapBERD, jun. 

Yes, Mr. Doucin, there's a conſcience le 
a dreadful monitor, which, without repentano 
and a juſt attonement, will give you never-ceaſing 
anguiſh Come, Sir, I muſt confeſs ſome hand ij 
this diſcovery, but I will prove it to you, th 
good nature and a love of juſtice, have induc{ 
me, and not revenge for injuries done to me. (Mr 
Habberd, ſen. and Genivive weeping) Look ther 
Sir—behold the ruin you have cauſed ! beho 


the dreadful conſequence of deviating from vi wah 
paths! Are actions, like theſe, conſiſtent with jo joys 
character? "WY ben 
* Dovcin. : 
I muſt confeſs I have deſerved theſe reproach 
madam, and am ſenſibly touch'd with the affictit 1] 


whit 
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which my guilt has cauſed. My future conduct 
muſt make ample reparation, which I am deter- 
mined in. (to Gen.) You ſhall have certain ſa- 
tsfaction for the injury I have done you. Leave 
the room. (Exit Gen.) Thoſe ſilent tears fill me 
with the tendereſt concern. (to Mrs. Habberd, ſen.) 
Words can't expreſs the compunction of heart, the 
vere remorſe I feel for my paſt actions: Heaven 
pardon this long abuſe ot my ſacred function! I 
have liv'd a continued lite of error, 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 


Who can be leſs a friend to any one for having 
been in an unhappy errror ? to err is human; and 
whatever is human, may befal the beſt of us. 


- Dovcin. 


Generous woman ! thoſe words are healing to a 
wounded mind: You have ſet a good example 
yen to your injur'd ſiſter; her forgiveneſs - would 
confirm my future conduct. I will renounce that 
function I have too long diſgrac'd, and learn true 
morality, After that, I ſhall be qualified bath to 
make, and keep the marriage vow ; which juſtice, 
bye, and every power on earth, informs me, ſhould 
be made to you. (to Mrs. Habberd, ſen, 


Mrs. HaBBtRD, ſen. 


Then doubts, and fears, and anxious cares, be- 
29 gone 
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gone ! all ye black thoughts that did corrode my 
breaſt! Here enter faith, and confidence, I 
love l- love, that can't live with jealouſy ; but 
dwells with ſacred marriage, truth, and mutya 
honour : But here our thanks are due. 


Mrs. HABBERD, jun. 


Ge me leave to congratulate you both on this 
bappy occaſion ; this fortunate event has crown' 
my GE" cor only to ſave, but thus regain : 
ſiſter, and a friend. | 


Enter a Servant. 


SERVANT. 


A young gentleman, with two ladies, are be- 
ow, and aſk for Mrs. Habberd. 


Mrs. HastrD, jun. 

Send them up left word with Mrs. La Lain u 
bring De la Villa to me here, when he returned from 
the preſident's. Who can the third perſon be 
Well, Sir---and Madam, (to her fifter and Doucn) 
to be no longer ſerious, after thus audaciouſly con. 
victing you of your failings, with what ſort of coun- 
tenance can I aſk your indulgence to mine—fot 
(among friends) my whole heart and foul are en. 


gaged to that agreeable young fellow. 


Et 71 
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Enter FERVAL and Mrs. La Lain. 
(Mrs. Habberd, jun. and Ferval ſalute.) 


Ms. HaBBeRD, en. 


For your ſake, ſiſter, I will receive him as a bro- 
er; 1 am cured of thoſe foibles that induc'd me 
noſt to be his enemy; in his defence, before the pre- 
fdent, he diſcovered a noble ſpirit - -I can approve 
It now, (Jacob bows 10 her, 


Dovein. ( Jacob.) 


What has paſſed between us, muſt be forgot; 
am now your friend, and wiſh you happineſs. 


Atys. La Lain. 


Ay, ay, ſay you ſo, then, dear Sir, tack 'em to- 
ether, which will campleat his good fortune, and 
bake Mrs. Habberd the happieſt lady of hey age, 
In the kingdam. 


Dovcin. 


This is ſomething ſevere, (to Mrs. Habberd, jun.) 

put you have good ſenſe enough to bear the 

| Mrs. La Lax. 

Bear the ridicule !---can ſhe bear the delight ? 
T 4 there's 
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there's the moſt danger truly, I ſhould be glad to 
ſee any body ridicule me on the like occaſion, 
| Mrs. FervaL. 

Indeed, my dear Mrs. Habberd, your preſent 
proſpect is a ſituation much to be.envied by ys 
widows. O, the delight of being, without fin, a; 
happy as finners! We devotees, who really want 
the reſolution to be ſo in earneſt, have a different 
manner of expreſſing ourſelves from any body elf. 
When a wife loves her huſband, it is with love ſhe 
tells him fo ; but it is with devotion we expreſs it, 
tho? with a devotion incomparably delicious, 


Jacos. 


| Charmiog devotees !---and that the lovelieſt of 
all devotees ſhould be mine !—happy La Villa! 


Dovcax. 


13 indeed ! thy merit meets its juſt reward, 
I muſt confeſs, you have from nature every quality 
that can become the fortune you are going to be 
bleſs'd with; yet, obſerve me, young man, neither 
wit, or beauty, wealth or courage, implicitly de: 
ſerve the world's eſteem ; they are wah in their ap- 
plication, good- 


Mrs, FER vAT. 
Right, Mr. Doucin; but if I have any ovels, [ 


ow” 
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fear he has no room in his heart, at preſent, to lay 
up thoſe good maxims. 
Dovcin. 


Well obſerv'd, madam; then let us forget paſt 
follies, and ſet forward for the land of matrimony. 


Our faults are here, as in a mirror ſhown, 
See how deform'd, and wiſely mend your own; 
Unerring reaſon ſhould correct what's frail, 
Yet, with the wiſeſt, NaTuRE wILL PREVAIL. 
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SACRIFICE: 


Curip's VAGARIES. 


A MUSICAL MASK, 


4 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HIS very juvenile performance was 
written ſo long ago, that I have forgot from 


whence it was taken. A few years ſince it 
captivated a great Maſter in Muſic, which 
occaſioned a reviſal; but, alas! in this re- 
fined, inproved age, a very chaſte Paſtoral 
Romance could Rand no chance of ſucceſs, 
but with the juvenile reader. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


NE P TUNE. 
VENUS. 
DIANA. 
CUPID. 
SABINA. 
 ZELINDA. 
EUPHELIA. 
GERON. 
MELEBUS. 


PHILLIDA. 
LUCILLA. 


Part of the Virgins in 
Drana's Train, 


F Two old Shepherds. 


f Their Daughters, 


Priefts and Shepherds. 


d 
] 
] 
\ 
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CU PI D's VAGARIES. 


rr 
SCENE, à beautiful Wood Preſpect. 
A large tree in the middle. A diſtant view of the ſea. 


Enter GER ON, and LUCILLA in man's apparel. 


GERON. 


Brwxarn the ſnade of this wide, ſpreading tree, 
Let us a while enjoy the cooling breeze; 

Here ſit, my child, and let attention wake, 

While I relate thy father's reſtleſs fears. 

LuCILLA. 
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LuCILLA. 


But, if it pleaſe you, firſt recount the cauſe, 
Why is this tree to Neptune dedicated ? 
And why am I conceal'd by this diſguiſe ? 

_ Greron, 


In former days, where now thou ſee'ſt yon pile 
Of noble ruins in deſtruction lie, 
A ſtately temple rear'd its awful head, 
Rais'd and devoted to the ocean's god; 
Where all who ventur'd on the boiſt'rous main, 
To mighty Neptune offer'd ſacrifice ! 
But ſoon wild man, by various paſſions led, 
For ſacrifice, committed facrilege ! 
| Broke _ the altar with unhallow'd hands, 
And brought the lofty building to the ground. 
| Neptune, at this, enrag'd, unloos'd the winds, 
And caus'd the foaming waves to break their bounds 
As men had broke their vows! Then ſhips 
ſail'd here, | 

Where now ſheep feed, and weeds for roſes grew. 
At laſt, our countrymen grew wiſe too late, 
Mournful, repenting, ſought the angry god, 
Who, on conditions, thus appeas'd his wrath ; 
On the laſt day of five revolving years, 
The faireſt, chaſteſt, virgin in the land, 
Deck'd and adorn'd, muſt to this tree be bound, 
And left an off ring for great Neptune's peace 


LuCILLA 


Vol. 
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LuciLLA. 


Dear is the peace, bought with ſuch guiltleſs blood, 


GERON. 


But, mark me. Then the monſter Agar comes, 
At whoſe approach, the ſeas and vallies roar ; 
The frighted fowl to diſtant regions fly, 
And cattle in the field with terrar drop. 
LucILLA. 
And ſhe, alas ! bound to endure that horror ? 


GERON, 
That horror, and far worſe, muſt ſhe endure. 
LuciLLa. 
What, doth the monſter then deyour her ? 
GERoON. 


Whether by him devour'd, or elſe convey'd 
To mighty Neptune's arms, or drown'd by both, 
ls not permitted us to know; even 


To conjecture cauſeth danger. Now, child, 
Here ends my ſtory, and begins my woe. (weeps.) 


LuCILLA. 


My deareſt father, why theſe falling tears ? 


GERON. | 
O, had'ſt thou been leſs fair, I had been happy! 
Vol, II. U | Thou 


wat - * 
2 
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Thou art the deſtin'd ſacrifice, my child; 
My fears will have it fo !—for this 1 have diſguisd 


thee : 
Uſing unlawful means to ſhun thy fate, 


And ſave thy father's grief, 


LvciLLa. | (Ang.) 


IF kind nature has endow'd me, 
And the faireſt face allow'd me, 
Then, O, why ſhould I repine ? 
Lanrels ſhading, 
Never fading, 
Will around my temples twine ! 
If then fate the victim makes me, 
And to ſave my country takes me, 


1 leave à never-dying fame 
Virtue guarded, 
Is rewarded, as 
Virgins will record my name. th 
, DO 
GRRex. 


In health it is eaſy to council the ſick, but it i 
hard for the ſick to follow wholeſome council 


Come, let us depart, the day is far ſpent. 
[ Exeunt, If 


Enter 


ity 
rc, 


Cunt, 


ter 
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Enter MELL1BUus and PHILLIDA,. 


MELL1Bus. 


Come, Phillida, fair Phillida, and I fear me too 
fair, being my Plullida. Thou know'ſt the cuſtom 
of this country, and I the greatneſs ot thy beauty, 
and both the fierceneſs of the monſter Agar, and 
that to-morrow is the fatal day. Now, as thou art 
certainly the faireſt girl in the land, (and how can 
it otherwiſe chuſe, being my girl) I fear thou wilt 
be pitched upon to be given up to this monſter :;— 
Thou ſhalt therefore be diſguiſed, and I will give 
out that thou art dead. 


PriLLIDA. 


Dear Father, nature could not make me ſo fair, 
a5 ſhe has made you kind; nor you more kind 
than me dutiful; whatſoever you command, I will 
not refuſe ; but how ſhall I be diſguiſed ? 


MELL1Bus. 
In man's apparel. 


PHILLIDA. 


It will neither become my body nor my mind. 


U 2 MELL1BUS, 
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MEeLL1Bus. 
Why, Phillida ? 


PRILIIDA. 


Becauſe, then I muſt keep company with men, 
and commit ſomething, perhaps, unſcemly for my 
fex; or elſe by being with women, be thought 
more wanton than becomes me. Beſides, I ſhall 
be aſham'd of my ſhort clothes; and ſo unwarily 
blab out ſomething by bluſhing at every thing. 


MELL1Bvus. 


Doubt not, Phillida, ſince fear makes it necel. 
ſary, uſe will make it eaſy, 


PhILLIDA. (Angs.) 


Ye roſy bluſhes baſte away, 
That glowing on my cheek betray 

The conſcious maid's diſguiſe ! 

Each modeſt grace, 
That decks the face, 

Soft. ſmiles and downcaſt eyes, 
No more in Pbillida be ſeen ; 
Aſſuming thus a borrow'd mein, F 
With bolder ſteps, and looſer air, b 
And mix'd with fwains, a ſwain appear | 


ns >. @ am is ,c . . co 


MELL18US 
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MELL1Bus. 


Come, come, let us in—thy dreſs is ready, and 
when thou art diſguiſed, roam about theſe woods 
ill the time be paſt, and Neptune ſatisfied. 

[ Exeunt, 


SCENE, changes to a fine part of a Mood. 


Enter Cu pi, diſguiſed. 


Cupio. 

Since I have truanted ſo long from my mother, I 
will uſe ſome tyranny, and do ſome miſchief in 
theſe woods, and that ſhall be my excule for run- 
ning away. I can ſafely practice under this diſ- 
guiſe, -I will play ſuch pranks with theſe nymphs 
of Diana! and while they aim to hit the harmleſs 
deer with their arrows, they ſhall be wounded with 
mine, | 


Enter SABINA. 


Fair nymph, are ycu ſtray'd from your company 
by chance, or do you love ſolitude ? 


U 3 SABINA. 
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SABINA. 


Theſe woods are to me ſo well known that I can. 
not ſtray ; and there are none of Diana's nymphs, 
that any one can train either out of their way, or 
out of their wits. 


| Coen. 
What is that Diana? 
SABIxA. 
A goddeſs—who knows it not? 
Cue. 


What are her nymphs? 
SABINA, 

Virgins—who thinks it not ? 
Cum. 


What are their paſtimes? 


SABINA, 
Hunting—who loves it not ? 


SONGS, 
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I. 


Who but lazy dreaming knaves, 
That wanton life away, 

Now Bacchus, now Cupid's flaves, 
As either rules the day. 


IL, 


Such, when the lovely morning dawns, 
Forvidding idle reſt, | 

When eccho cheers the painted lawns, 
And fires the hunter's breaſt. 


III. 0 


If love uſurp his aching heart, 
And bids the wretch deſpair, 
He ftrives in fleep to heal the ſmart, 

And dreaming woes the fair. 


IV. 
But if by powerful wine oppreſs'd, 


Alternate, Bacchus reigns, 
With aching head he reels to reſt, 


And ſnores away his pains, 
U 4 Cupin. 
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__Cveiy. 
I pray thee, fair virgin, amongſt all your yes; 
troop, is there not one follows that ſweet thing call'4 
Love? 
| SABINA, 
Love! what mean you? what is it ? 
| CuP1D. 
A heat full of coldneſs, a ſweet full of bittemeß, 
a pain full of pleaſantneſs; it is bred by deſire, 
nurs'd by delight, wean'd by jealouly, kill'd by 
diſſembling, and buried by ingratitude ; this i; 
Love, fair lady, will you have any ? 
SABINA. 
If it be nothing elle, tis but a fooliſh thing. 
CuP1D. 


Try, and you ſhall find it a pretty thing, 
(Sabina turns from bin.) 


Cupip. (Angi) 


Hither turn thee, deareſt creature, 
Yield, O, yield to nature's cauſe , 
Every motion, every feature, 
Muſt obey ber pow'rful laws. 


- SABINA 
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SABINA, 


Flattering boy 


Cup. (/ings again) 


Mark the ſong ſters in the grove ! 
Every tree is full of love! 


SABINA, 
Farewel, falſe, flattering boy. ( Exit diſdainfully.) 
Cup. 


But you, and all Diana's train, ſhall know that 
Cupid can hit his mark. 


' 22 : 3h, (5. © 


The old and the young I'll ſubdue, 
And ſcatter my arrows around ; 
Both homely and fair I'll purſue, 
Each heart fhall acknowlege a wound : 
Even Dian's coy, whimfical train, 
Who fo long have reſiſted my ſway, 
Shall preſently ſmart with the pain, 
And learn Cupid's laws to obey. Exit. 


SCENE, 


SCE N E, continues. 


Enter LUCILLA. 


LuCILLA. 


Unhappy Lucilla! O, would the Gods had 
made me what I ſeem to be; or that I may ſafcly be 
what I ſeem not !—but ſoft, here comes a pretty 
youth—T'll learn of him how to behave. 


Enter PHILLIDA, in man's apparel. 


PriLLIiDa. 


1 neither like my gait, nor my garments; the 
one's untoward, the other unfit, and both unſetmiy; 
but huſh—I am obſerved. 


LuciLlLa. (a/ide.) 


I perceive that youths are in as great diſliking of 
themſelves as we. , 


PHILLIDA, (afide.) 


He is a pretty fair youth ; he ſhould have been a 


woman ; but becauſe he is not, I am glad I am, 
for 


N; 
6 


„ 
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for now under this habit I ſhall diſcover the follies of 
their ſex. 
LuCILLA. (aſide.) 


would ſalute him, but that I fear I ſhall make 
2 curtſy inſtead of a bow. 


PHr1LLIDA. (afide.) 


All the blood in my body would be in my face, 
if he ſhould aſk me (as the wicked queſtion is 
among men) are you @ nid? 


LucilrA. 
Pray, Sir, ſhall I crave the favour of your 
name ? 

' PrILLIDA, 
Sir? | 

LuciLLa. 


Sit, I aſk'd the favour of your name ? 


PHILLIDA. 

After I have obtained that favour from you, Sir. 
LuciLLA, 

Lucio, | 
PHILLIDA. 

| am call'd Silvio the conſtant. 


(4 ſound of French-horns at a diſtance, as at ſport.) 


Enter 
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Enter DiAx A, follow'd by ber Train. 


Diana. 
Well met, fair boy. | (to Phillida,) 
PHILLIDA., 
You are deceived, lady. 
Diana. 
Why, are you no boy ? 
PHILLIDA. 
No fair boy. 
Diana. 


Saw you not the deer come this way ? He flew 
down the wind, and I fear you have blanch'd him, 


| PHrILLIDA: 
Whoſe deer was it ? 
SABINA, 
Diana's deer. 
PHILLIDA. 


I ſaw none but my own. (looking at Lucilla,) 


' Diana. 


This youth is wanton—aſk the other. 
ZELINDA 
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ZELINDA. 


Pretty youth, do your ſheep feed in theſe woods, 
or have you ſtray'd from your flock? Or on 
purpoſe come you to marr Diana's ſport ? 


LuciLLA, 
| underſtand not one word you ſay. 


ZELINDA. | 
Why, art thou neither youth nor ſhepherd ? 


LuCiLLA. 
My mother ſaid I could be no youth 'till I was 
twenty, nor keep ſheep till I could tell them ; and 
therefore, lady, I am neither youth nor ſhepherd, 


SABINA. 


Theſe lads are both agreed; either they are very 
arch, or too perverſe: You were beſt, lady, make 
em tuſke theſe woods, while we ſtand with our 


bows, and ſo uſe em as beagles, ſince they have 
ſuch good mouths, 


DIANA. 


I will. Follow me both without excuſe, 
And chearfully attend Diana's ſports. 
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S8 Q NG. 
Accompanied by French-horns, 


The born's ſolemn ſound ſhall alarm, 

And fill every valley around ; 
Each bill ſhall re-eccho the charm, 

 Andtbe flag ſhall berouz'd for the wound. 

Over hill, over dale, as be flies, 

We purſue *till he yields up his breath, 
For the chaſe is not clos'd till be dies, 

And my virgins'come in at the death. 


(During Diana's ſong, her nymphs are coquetting 
with Lucilla and Phillida.) 


( After the ſong Diana goes off with all her train.) 


LUCILLA 
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LUCILLA and PHILLIDA, remain. 


LucILLA. 


Well, Silvio, we muſt follow, Diana will pro- 
tect us. 
PHILLIDA. 


Protect us ! from what? She will have a hard 
talk to protect our chaſtity, if her nymphs continue 
thus wanton, Why, Lucio, what did they do to 
you, beſides pulling you about ? They brought 
all the blood in your body into your fair face ! 
Why did you bluſh ſo ? 


LuCiLLA. 


I thought them intolerably bold for virgins ; 
but pray why did you bluſh, Silvio? You have 


more ſpirit than I have, and are a better match for 
them, 


PHILLIDA, 
Not much better, if the truth were known. 


SONG, 


364 The SACRIFICE; Or, 


1 S ON . 


For every heart, 
PII find a dart, 
With raptures ll adore; 
| All arts Eo, 
ITI feear, Þll lie, 
DPI fieb, I'll die, 
What can @ man do more ? 


LovciLLaA. 
What, Sylvio, can you be a rake, and incon- 
ſtant? | , 
PraiLLIDA. 


Ido but jeſt, Lucio, I am at bottom a very cheat; 
but Diana's commands are upon us, we muſt obey, 


[ Exeunt, 


Enter 
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Enter SABINA. 


SABINA. 


What 1s the matter with me I cannot tell, I feel 
an unuſual fluttering in my heart ſure it can't be 
love! O, Silvio, thou art exceeding fair; but be- 
cauſe he is fair, muſt I be fickle? Fond, fooliſh 
girl, that I am to think of love.—O, here comes 
Zelinda—I muſt think on my folly and bluſh, leaſt 
ſhe perceive my diſorder and laugh. 


Enter ZELINDA. 


ZELINDA. 


Sabina - Diana bid me ſeek you out, She ſays 
you care not to hunt with her: But if you follow 
any other game, ſhe hath declar'd your puniſhment 
ſhall be to weave all our ſtrings, and bend all aur 


bows—why do you look fo fad, o pale, ſo 
wildly? 


SABINA. 


Zelinda, the game I follow is the thing I fly: 
My ftrange diſeaſe, is my chief deſire, 


ZELINDA. 


am no CEdipus to expound riddles : But pray, 
Sabina, tell me your complaint: If you be ſick, 
Vak. II. X this 


— 
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this wood hath herbs to cure. If melancholy, here 
are ſports to ule: If peeviſh, wit muſt wean it, or 


time, or council.—But if you are in love—yhy 
do you bluſh ſo, Sabina ? 


1 SABINA. 


To hear you, in artfully ſearching for my diſeaſe, 

- ſo wickedly to recite your own, I ſaw, Zclinda, 

bow amourouſly you toy'd with the fair youth in 
white. 


- . 


ZELINDA. 


To deal fairly with you, Sabina, I muſt confeſs 
that I am in love; and yet, at the ſame time, ſwear, 
that I know hot what it is. I feel my thoughts 
unknit, my eyes unſtaid, my heart I know not 
how affected, or infected. 


SABINA. 


- Such are my paſſions, Zelinda, my intolerable 
- paſſions, which it were beſt to acknowlege, and 
crave council. 


ZELINDA, - 
How did it take you firſt, Sabina ? 


SABINA, | 
By the eyes—my wanton eyes caught the dear 
image of his face, and hung it on the very ſtrings 
of my heart. O, fair Silvio! O, fond Sabina 


2455 PR Z BLIND, 
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ZELINDA. 


do- here comes Euphelia—let us withdraw, 
d obſerve her. ( olb retire.) 


Enter EUPHELIA. 


Eorkzlia. 


m ſent to ſeek ober chat have 00 myſelf. 


5 | Zell NDA. | | (aſide.) 
„5 Euphelia has bitten on this esl. 
- EvuPHzLIA. 


an there be no heart ſo chaſte, but love can 
nd? nor vows ſo holy, but love can violate ? 
art thou, virtue, and chaſtity is but an empty 
if both are ſubje& to love: But ſurely 
may be virtuous ? | 


le 


SABINA. 


Keed, Euphelia, if lovers may not be virtuous, 
a: in a fair way to be vicious. 


EUPHELIA, 
ſat, were you ſo near me? 


ZELINDA. 


lin we were near you, when you ſaid you 


X 2 | SABINA! 
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SADIN A. 


Come, Euphelia, tis too late to recall it, a 
ſhame to repent it, therefore, prithee, tell us y 
love 1s ? 

EvePHELIA. 

What, haſt thou look'd on Silvio's eyes, 
know not what it is? - but more of this as ve. 
Diana is angry, for by ſending one to ſeek ano 
ſhe looſes all. Servia, of all her nymphs the 
loves deadly; Clemene exclaims againſt Veſts, 
honours Venus: Myſelf (with bluſhes I muſt 
it) am enthrall'd with that youth, that fairy 
that too modeſt Silvio. 

Sam. 
What, are we both in love with Silvio? 
Zlin. 

I die for Lucio but come let us ſcarcl 

theſe fair deſtroyers of our peace. 


Eur kg TLIA. 
They are wandering hereabouts alone. 
 ZELINDA. 
Didn't they leave us uncivilly, Sabina? 
| | | 


SC 


CUPID's VAGARIES. 309 


CENE, changes to another part of the Wood. 


LuciLLA and PHILLIDA diſcovered. 


Luci. 


ſt is a pity nature made you not a woman, 
ring a face ſo fair, ſo lovely a countenance, and 
modeſt a behaviour. 


Pr1LLIDA. 


They ſay there is a tree in Tylos, whoſe nuts 
me ſhells like fire, and being crack'd, the kernel 
but water. 


uſt 


LvciLLA. 


What a trifler are you to tell me of that tree? 
ky it's pity you are not a woman. 


PaiLLiDa. 


| would not wiſh to be a woman, unleſs it were 
Kcauſe you are a man. | 


LuCILLA. 


Indeed, Silvio, to confeſs the truth, I would 


vim you chang'd ; for I * never to love 
woman, 


£ 


SC X 3 PHILLIDA, 
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PRILLIDA. 


That's ſtrange. (pauſing.) Will you give 
leave to aſk one queſtion, without offence ? 


LuciLLa. 
Will you anſwer, me another, without excuſe! 
PRIILIDA. 
Who do you love beſt in the world? 
| LvciLLa. 
That that's likeſt you, Silvio. 
PaiLLiDa. 
That's my picture. 
LuctlILA. 


Now for my queſtion: Pray has y our father & 
a ſon living? LO | 


Pr1LLIDA, 
I did not promiſe you an anſwer. | 
LuciLLa. 


You promiſed me, in the grove, that you woul 
love me before a!l Diana's nymphs. 


PhILLID A. | \ 


That is, if you would love me before all Dian 
{ nymphs. 


. 
Lucile 
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LuCILLA. 


Can you prefer a fond youth, as I am, before 
ſuch pretry nymphs ? 
PHILLIDA. 


Why you have ſaid, nay ſwore, that you loved 
me better; and pray why ſhould not I love you 
2 much? 


Enter SABINA, ZELINDA, and EUPHELIA. 


SABINA, (afide.) 
Here they are 
| ZELINDA: | (afide.) - 
And alone, Ws nn - 
EvuPHELIA. (aſide.) 
And ſeem to deſire no other company. 
PaiLLiDa, (afide.) 
We are beſet again. | ; 
Lucir.LA. ( (afide.) 


We are haunted by theſe nymphs. 


),and PHILLIDA. | 


Pray, ladies, is not this the day for ſolemn 
ILL! crifice? the fatal day to beauty? 


X 4 Luci. 
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LuCILLA. 


If the facrifice is not yet choſen, are you not in 
danger, ladies? 


SABINA. 


No. Diana hath hitherto protected her own 
train, 


| PriLLIDa. (afide to Lucilla.) 
Their homely faces is protection enough. 
LuciLLa. 
I wonder what virgin the people will preſent, 
PHILLIDA. 


It's happy you are not one, Lucio—lt would 
certainly have fallen to your lot, becauſe you are 
ſo fair, 


LvCcILLA. 


But then, if you had been a maid too, I need 
not have fear'd, becauſe you are fairer. Will 


you be at the ſacrifice ? 
PHILLIDA, 
No. 
Lven.La. 
Why? 


Pl. 
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Becauſe I dream'd that if I were there, I ſhould 
be turn'd into a female; and then, being ſo fair, 
as you ſay I am, perhaps I might ſuffer for it. 


LvuciLLA. 


Come, let us leave theſe nymphs, and wander 
in the woods, *till the fatal hour is paſt, and then 
my fears will be over. 


PRILLIDA. 
Why, what do you fear? 
LuciLLaA. 


Nothing—but that you love me not. 


: (They go out arm in arm, 
, SABINA, 
We are deſpis'd ! 
q | ZELINDA: 
il Neglected ! 
EvuPHELIA. 
Forſaken | 
SABINA, 
Unkind Silvio ! 
ZELINDA., 
Cruel Lucio ! 


DA, 


DUETTE 
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DU ET T E., 


Between SABINA and ZELIN DA. 


SaB3. Revenge! revenge! for ſlighted love 
*ZEL. Pity our fate, ye pow'rs above. 
O goadeſs Venus hear ! 
Sas. Cupid dire to wound their hearts, 


With bis ſureſt, ſharpeſt darts; 
ZEL. Since we his torments bear. 


[Exeunt, 


End of the FIRST AcT. 
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AS 4 IL. 


SCENE continues. 
Diana ſollowed by her train. 


D1ana. 


War dare ye all your monſtrous crimes 
confels ? 

And are Diana's nymphs in ſuch diſtreſs ? 

Shall it be ſaid that Love ſuch conqueſt gains, 

That in my train, not one chaſte nymph remains ? 

This breach of faith I will revenge ſevere |! 

What! Shall immodeſt Venus triumph here? 


N 6. 


In vain ye boaſt the virgin fame, 
When each betrays the guilty flame, 
That riots in ber heart : 
Wiſhing eyes, 
Smother'd ſig he, 
Reveal the intrard ſmart. 
But I'll revenge my ſflighted power, 
Aud Cupid ſhall, within this hour, 
His treacherous ſnares remove; 
His bow and darts, and wanton arts, 
Dying looks, and bleeding hearts, 
The whole artillery of Love! 


An 
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'An unknown boy, with neither bow, nor crook, 
Ranges theſe woods—he ſleeps by yonder brook ; 
I ſaw him as I paſis'd—Go, bring him here. 
If on his ſhoulder any ſcar appear, 
"Tis Cupid—Whod'r he be, go bring him, 

| (The nymphs run out. 


Re-enter with Cu ip. 


SABINA. 
We have brought the diſguis'd boy, and have 
found on his ſhoulder Pſyche's burn, and he con- 
feſſes himſelf Cupid. 


Diana. 
How now, Sir; are you caught? are you 
Cupid ? 
Cup. 
You ſee, Diana, I dare own my name. 
Diana. - 


And thou ſhalt ſee Diana conſtant proves, 

And ſtill abhors thy mother's wanton loves. 

What did ſhe ſend you here difguis'd, to range 

Amongſt my nymphs, to cauſe this monſtrous 

change ? 

Does ſhe add craft to malice? Muſt there be 

No nymphs, no groves, from uſurpation free? 
For 
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For you, her wicked inſtrument of woe, 
Herenymphs, come, break his arrows, break his bow. 
(The nymphs ſeize him, and ſome break his bew 
and. arrows.) 

Here clip his wings, and bind his little hands, 
Then ſcourge the urchin—theſe are my commands. 
Cui. 

Hear me, Diana! hear me! my mother will 
revenge me! I am the darling ſon of Venus 


: Diana 
Rus now thou art Diana's ſlave. | Exib. 
SABINA. | 
We'll plague you, malicious Cupid, 
s ZzLINDA. 
Vil ſhew him og mercy. 
Evupnziua 
Nor I. 
SABINA, 
Nor I. 
(They hurry bim off. 


= SCENE | 
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SCE NE changes to the firſt view of the N od. 


( A ſoft ſymphony of Flutes is beard. ) 


Venus, deſcends in a thariot drawn by doves. 


Venvs, - comes forward. 


Above no peace my reſtleſs thoughts enjoy, 
Venus, too long, has loſt her darling boy. 


S 0 N=G. 


The regal ſtate, the ſplendid crown, 
Can they due bleſſings give? 

*Tis Venus ſends the rapture down ! 
Tis they that Love, that Live. 


My darling ſon muſt pierce the beart, 
That wou d be truly bleſt ; 

They that enjoy the pleaſing ſmart, 
True Lovers ſtand confeſt. 


(After the ſong ſhe goes out. 


A 


<CUPID's VAGARIES. 319 


A Proceſſion for the Sea God. 


Enter NEPTUNE. 


NEPTUNE. 


In vain, fond ſhepherds, Neptune, wou'd deceive ! 
Who will the vows of faithleſs men believe? 
In vain your virgins wear a weak diſguiſe, 
They will too late repent—too late be wile. 


$0 N 6 


Rage and revenge inſpire my breaſt, 
Men ſlight all vows, when not diſtreſsd. 
Again the angry ſeas ſhall roar, 

And on their lands a deluge pour. 


Enter DIAN A. 


Diana. | 
O mighty Neptune calm thy angry brow, 
An injur'd goddeſs aſks thy favour now: 
No more let virgins ſtain thy hallow'd ground 
Nor to the tree the fated fair be bound : 
To chaftity alone let praiſe be given, 
For virtue is the chiefeſt care of Heaven. 


Enter 
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Enter V eEnvws. 


Vanus.. 


Great, mighty Neptune, treat her with diſdain 
*Tis Venus ſues, who never ſued in vain. 
'. Cupid, my lovely boy, by her detain'd, 
In ſervile bondage has her flave remain'd; 
His bow and arrows are in pieces broke; 
His little back has bore the cruel ſtroke : 
None but the foes of Love can cruel be, 
And chaſte Diana boaſts that cruelty. ( ſcornfull, 


NEePTUNE. 


Amazement and diſorder fill my face, 
To ſee you both contending in this place, 
And at this time—What does Diana ſay ? 
Have you made Cupid captive ? 


Diana. 


| Yes, *tis true; 
I have him, Yenus, and will keep him too; 
Till he, or you, have reſtitution made, 
To all my virgins whom his wiles betray d. 
Venus. 


This is Diana, ſtranger to delights ! d, IT 
Unmoy'd when beauty calls, and Love invites; 
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The ſweets of life, by her, are all deny'd, 
And ſtubborn chaſtity is all her pride! 


( ſcornfully. 


NxPTUNE. 


This weak contention, goddeſſes, forbear ; 
To both I yield—and thus my will declare : 
Honour and praiſe is to Diana due, 
But Venus I muſt love. 
Cupid reſtore to Venus, I adviſe, - (To Diana. 
And I releaſe the virgin ſacrifice, 


Diana. 


Bleſt choice ! kind Neptune ! happy hour ! 
ae twenty Cupids now within my power, 
d give 'em all, one virgin's life to ſave, 

r theſe lov*d vod 
abind the captive—Cupid hicher bring. 


(4 nymph goes out, 


Y SONG. 
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N. 


I. 


All hail to this delightful ſhade ! 
| Great Neptune frees the votive maid, 
| And cheers the virgin train 
The virgin train ſhall IO ſing, 
| In honour of the ocean's king, 
| And bleſs his bounteous reign ! 


II. 
= e 
Venus ſhall, in ber turn, be pleas'd, 
Her darling boy ſhall be releas'd, he 
To charm her longing eyes. 
(The nymph returns with Cupid, 
de 
Here take the wanton wanderer; 
Reſtore to me the trembling fair, 
Who boaſts the nobler prize ? 


Dope 
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Venus. (embracing Cupid.) 


My lovely Cupid, moſt unlucky boy 

ſhy will you thus thy mother's peace deſtroy ? 
ve you forgot my grief, when laſt you ſtray'd ? 
id how releas'd, when Sappho's captive made? 


Curd. 
Coming through theſe woods, mamma, and 


ns ſo many fair faces, with fond hearts, I 


wht, for my ſport, to make em ſmart, and fo 
taken by Diana. 


Venus. 
as! thy wings are clipt, thy quiver loſt, 
CuP1D. 


but Vulcan, mamma, at your requeſt, will 
e me new arrows, and then Ill be reveng'd. 


D1ana. 
te chaſte defies the level of thy bow, 
Cvep.. wy 


| do they—bur beauty is a fair mark to hit. 


(Souts are beard without. Fifes and Tabor, 
at a diſtance.) | 


/ ENUS 


The 


— — 
ä 
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The Proceſſion returning with the intend 
Virgin Sacrifce. 


Enter GzRon, MELEBus, PHiliina, 


LuciLLA, Sc. Ge. 


The Prieſts preſent GRRoN and MEL EBus, who h. 


NEPTUNE, 


Who are theſe ? 
| -PrItsT. 


Thoſe that have offended thee, great Main 
to fave their daughters. | 


Nxpruxx. 
Your monſtrous crimes for ample vengeance c 
Vxxus. 


When mighty Love diſturbs great Ney!! 
breaſt, 
Venus ſhall try her arts to give him reſt, 


DI 
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Drana. 
Diana's nymphs ſhalt Neprune's fame diſplay, 
And virgins celebrate this happy day. 


tet 


SONG, by NeyPrTvune. 


Tit mine—the foam beſilver'd ſeas, 
Wafted by the gentle breeze: 

Let the Nerieds of the main, 

Sing aloud this choral ſtrain : 


* Diana is by all approv'd, 
And Vxxvus reigns by all belov'd.” 


(Neptune goes off. 


— 
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GERON, : (embracing Lucilla,) 
My dear Lucilla! 
MELEBus. (embracing Phillida,) 


My fair Phillida! 
LucCILLA. 
Unfortunate Lucilla, if this is Phillida ! 
ParILLIDA. * 
Unhappy Phillida, if that's Lucilla ! 
| GERON, 


What, do you both, being females, love each 


other ? 
LuciLLA. 


I thought the habit agreeable with the ſex. 
PriLLIDa. 


I thought that in the appearance of ſo ſweet 
youth, there could not lodge the body of a foolil 
virgin. „ 

GERON. 


But now you muſt leave theſe fond affection 
nature will have it ſo. 


LvciLLA. 


I will never love any but Phillida. 
"ro 


PwuI1LL10 
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PHILLIDA. 
Nor J any but Lucilla. 


MElLE Bus. 


Adſheartlikins, I ſhall ſwear preſently—why 
what an idle choice is this? ſtrange and fooliſh for 
one wench to dote on another—to imagine a con- 
ſtant love, where there can be no ſubſtantial cauſe 


of affection. 
Diana. 
What ſays the goddeſs of this idle flame ? 
(/cornfully to Venus. 
Venus. 


Say, is your loves unſpotted, chaſte, and free ? 
An artleſs love, and built on conſtancy ? 


PaiLLIDA. 
I wiſh myſelf a man, for Lucilla's ſake. 
LucILL4. 
And I, for Phillida's. 
Diana. 


Suppoſe all this---what, Venus, can'ſt thou do ? 
Venus. 


Remember what to Iphis, Venus wrought ; 
What to Panthea---doubt not then my power. 


Y 4 PHILLIDA; 


LL1D! 
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PRILL IDA. 
I am content. 
LuciLLA. 
And ſo am I. 
| MEer Bus. 


But ſoft, daughter—what is transformation going 
forward? You ſhould aſk my leave if I would 
have a ſon, 


Venus. 


No more---agree before it is too late, 
Or both your daughters ſhall endure worſe fate, 


MEeLzBus. (afide 40 Geron) 
Brother Geron, if transformation be ſo eaſy a 
thing, I wiſh Venus would make my wife a man, 
| Grow, 


Come, Melebus, let us refer it to Venus, ſhe is: 
kind goddeſs, and will make true lovers happy. 


| MELEBus. 
Well, I am content. p 


| | Venvs. 
Virgins, retire within that ſhady bower ; 
Receive the merits of a faithful love. 
PariLLIDA. 


Come, Lucilla—does not your heart bega to fil 
you? 


Locus 
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No, Phillida, (they retire into the bower.) 


Venus. 


Their happy deſtiny ſhall thus be fix d: 
Their virgin loves ſhall into friendſhip turn 
So I ordain; and to yon bower have brought 
Their former lovers, ſwains of equal worth, 
Who will reward their love with conſtancy. 


Ss ON G. 


Once more let harmony unite, 

The fountain from whence flows delight : 

a Both ſexes now be blith and gay, 
Tove reigns with univerſal ſway. 


(After the ſong, ſhe enters her chariot with 
_ Cupid, and aſcends.) 


 fal 


339 The SACRIFICE; Or, 


Diana. 


Ye nymphs and ſwains your harmleſs ſports 
Prepare; 
Let none, henceforth, the face of ſorrow wear: 
Venus and Cupid now aſcend the ſkies, 
And Neptune has releas'd the Sacrifice ! 


(Diana goes off with ber train. 


PriLLIDA and LUCILLA return with tw 
fwains, their former lovers. 


MELEBus and GERON meeting them. 


Mlrzus. 


Adſheartlikins, I am tranſported—thou art not 
transformed, and I am exceedingly tranſported— 
Joy, joy, my good lads and laſſes !---Ay, why this 
is right---this will do---Adod there will be rare 
ſport now---I ſhall have Phillidas and grandſons in 
abundance---but come, come, neighbours, ſince 
the goddeſſes have all left us, let us have ſome 


merry mortal company----the fifes and tabours 
| here 
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here, adod we'll have a dance----but now I think 
on't, brother Geron, you and I are ſomething too 
old---we ſhall only ſpoil ſport---therefore we'll fit 
and fee them trip it. 


A grand rural DANCE. 


END OF THE SECOND VOLUME. 


